Lownpow Sons rön, i 


o R . 
Polite Muſical Companioh., 


CONTAINING 7 


Four Hundred and Fifty- four of "i 
neweſt and moſt 8 SoNnG8s. - - | 
Carens, Durs, and CANTATASS =» 
now in Vogue at the public Thea 


and Gardens. peas 
To which is added, | 4 5 : 
A genteel CoLLecrion' of the various: 


ToasTs, SENTIMENTS and Hos Nons, 
now in Faſhion, , = 


BG *< 
2 
CY : + N 


ts 


„„ * 
mmm 


Muſic hath Charms to ſooth a ſavage Breaſt, 
To ſoften Rocks, or bend # knotted Oak.. * 
| CONGREVEs. 


L ON D O N, 


Printed for W. Nicol, at the Bran 
in St. Paul's Church- yard. 


M DCC LXVII. A 


[Price Two Shillings. ] 


= : ; x 4 ” 2 2 
=; . 8 


SANT, 


* 0 ö 1 232 Alas 


* 


VE 


"oY: 


ALPHABETICAL TAY 


1 L * 27 4 z 


ae ELTY Te wy: 


LE 


” 8. Pu 
+ 45 
— * 

- +; 
244% 
"SI A. 


'S „G. Ne . = 


Band of 'Cupids:t'other day fi 
A dawn of hope my ſoul revives 
Adieu, ye ſtreams, that ſmoothly flow 
A fond father's bliſs is to number his race 
Again in ruſtic weeds array 54 > He 
Ah! why ſhould love with tyrant ſway 
Alexis, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant, and kind 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor cd 
All you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a — 
An they count me ſuch a nin 
A plague of thoſe wenches, & c. 15 
Arm, arm, the gen'rous Britons c 


Ariſe, ariſe, great dead, for arms renown'd oft | 


Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of morn 
Around the fair attending 
As cahns ſucceed when ftorms are. paſt 
As Chloe came into the room tother day 
As Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring 
= Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace. 

As flows the cwol and purling rill 
As Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way 
As in a penſive form Myrtilla ſat 
As Jockey was trudging the meadows ſo gay 
As I vent o'er the meadows, no matter the day 
* od * damalk roſe is ſweet 
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iv ALPHABETICAL TABLE 
As Thyrſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt, Page 252 
As tinkering Tom thro' fireets his trade did cry 233 


As T'other day milking I ſat in the vale 256 
At ſetting day and rifing morn 46 
Attend, all ye fair, and I' tell you the art 157 
Attend, ye nymphs, while I impart 213 
Auſpicious ſpirits, guard my love 341 
Away with ſoft fighs for our danget alarms , 213 
A wretch long tortur'd with diſdain 122 
| B | 
Balmy ſweetneſs ever flowing 287 
Begone, dull Care! without delay | SE 
Behold, faireſt Phœbe, yon garden ſo fair 227 
Behold on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand = 1206 
Behold the ſweet flowers around 53- 
Believe me, dear aunt 94 
Beneath this ſad and filent gloom | _ 7 
Bid me, when forty winters more 140 
Blow, blow, thou winter's wine 54 
Breathe ſoft, ye winds, be calm, ye ſkies ' 24 
Bright Sol is return'd the winter is o'er 39 
By dimpled brook and fountain brim 42 
By my ſighs you may diſcover 29 


By the gayly-circling glaſs | 42 
By the ſky-lark awalk d to the ſweets of the morn 15 


C 
Can love be controul'd by advice 49 
Caſt, my love, thine eyes around 123 
Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take 96 
Come Chearfulneſs! triumphant fair 30 
Come, chear up my lads, tis to glory we fteer 175 
Come, Chloe, and give me ſweet kifles 243 
Come, Colin, pride of rural ſwains BF 


Come, come, bid adieu to fear Oy 
Come, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd 351 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds, &c. 359 
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Come ęꝑive your attention to what I unfold Page 223 
Come liſten, and laugh at the times 172 
Come, live with me, and be my love 246 
Come Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell 332 
Come, Rofalind, oh, come and fee 52 
Come, then, come, ye ſportive ſwains 37 
Come, ye party-jangling ſwains : 353 
Contented all day Iwill ſit at your ſide 266 
Cruel Strephon will you leave me 30 
Cupid; god of ſoft perſuaſion - $3, 
D 
wer Or no longer my paſſion deſpiſe 155 
Declare, my pretty maid | 268 
Defend my heart, ye virgin pow'rs 329 
Drink to me only with thy eyes | 158 
Ere Pbœbus ſhall. peep on the freſh-budding flow'r 13 
Ev'ry mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues 71 
| 1 
Fair Aurora, prithee ſtay: 11 a 
Fairer than the opening lilies © : * Lan 
Fair Hebe J left with a cautious defign -- a 
Fair iris I love, and I honrly die F | 368 
Fair is the ſwan, the ermine White 2 1 
Fair Kitty beautiſul and young FR 1 168 
Falr Semira, lovely maid 5 107 
Fame's an echo, prattling double 43 
Farewel, ianthe, faithleſs maid” 301 
Farewel, my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain 264 | 
Farewel, the tmoaky town. adieu A 302 
Farewel, ve green fields and fœeet ęeroves 
Far northward as the Dane extends his ſway 9 
Fig care to the winds, thus I blow thee away 367 
Flp hence, grim melancholy”: s train 
Fly Sich. ye minutes, till Comus receive 43 
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vi ALPHABETICAL TaBLE | 
For various purpoſe ſerves the fan Page 83 
Free from confinement and ſtrife 369 
Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrife 35 
Frolic and free, for pleaſure born 167 
From flow'r to flower the butterfly 87 
From Latmos' mount, whence ſacred groves depend 3 
From the man whom love tho* my heart I diſguiſe 285 
From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free 42 


: G 
Gay Laura, who once was a blithe happy maid 8 
*Gainſt the deſtructive wiles of man - 137 
Gentle Damon ceaſe to woo me 27 
Gentle gales, in pity bear 6r 
Gentle youth, ah ! tell me why 88 
Go lovely roſe, tell her that waſtes, &c. 162 
Go, roſe, my Chloe's hoſom grace 250 
Go, ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot | $x 
Go, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies 65 
H 
Happy day! for ever dear 174 
Happy hours, all hours ęxcelling 372 
Happy the man whoſe wiſh and care 231 
Hark ! hark ! o'er the plains, &c. 143 
Hark hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale 62 
Hark ! the birds begin their lay | 221 
rare the horn calls away 214 
Hark ! tis J, your own true lover 324 
Haſte, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair 300 
Haſte, haſte, ev'ry nymph, &c. 253 
Hence with cares, complaint, and frowning 100 
He that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him 274 
Hift, bit! 1 hear my mother call ; 326 
Rape ! thou nurſe of young defirg 88 
How bleſt has my time been, &c. 325 
How bleſt the maid whoſe boſom 98 
How blithe was each morn to ſeg 242 


of the SONGS. vii 
How brim-full of nothing's the life of a beau, Page 318 


How can I my heart ſurrender 74 
How eaſy was Colin, how blithe and how gay 222 
How gentle was my Damon's air 307 
How happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs 356 
How happy were my days till now 95 
How hard is my fate 10 
How little do the landmen know 228 
How much ſuperior beauty awes 102 
How pleaſing we find the gay ſports of the field 114 
| 1 
Jam married and happy; with wonder hear this 79 
JI am young, and I am friendleſs | 47 
ealouſy, begone, and leave me 192 
f ever a fond inclination 0 103 
If love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment 141 
If o'er the cruel tyrant, love 110 


If ſhe whiſpers the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe 364 
If that's all you want, who the plague will be ſorry 38 
If thoſe who live in ſhepherds bow'r 205 
If tyrant love, with cruel dart 82 
I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink 369 
I know that my perſon 1s charming 

I like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul 

J made love to Kate 

J met young Damon t'other day 

In all mankind's promiſcuous race 

In a plain pleaſant cottage, convenient!ly neat 
In April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 
In days of yore when on the plain 

In infancy our hopes and fears 

In love ſhould there meet a fond pair 

In purſuit of ſome lambs, &c, 

In vain TI ev'ry art eſſay 

In vain I try my every art 

I ſearch'd the fields of ev'ry kind 

I fee my ſnepherd gong aftray 
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viii ALPBALETICaAL TABLE 


J ſeek not at once in a female to find Page 276 
I told my nymph, I told her true 296 
K Hd 
Kingcup, daffodil, and roſe 6 
| L | 
Laft week, in the grove 14 
Let ambition fire thy mind | 49 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt 2 840 
Let gay ones and great 91 
Let me wander not unſeen | 276 
Let miſers hug their darling ſtere | 18 
Let not rage thy boſom firing 111 
Let others Damon's praiſe rehearſe SE, 
Let rakes and libertines, reſign'd 93 
Let the French hop and fing, and a cage reliſh beſt 301 
Let the grave and the gay 63 
Let the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the ſwain 119 
Let the tempeſt of war 292 
Let the waiter bring clean glaſſes 570 
Life's a garden, rich 1n treaſure 339 
Like a wood-nymph in form, and Diana in mind 19 
Live and love, enjoy the fair 44 
Long time my heart had rov'd | Rag 
Lord ! Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy | 50 
Love's a ſweet and ſoft muſician Dy. 68. 
Love ſounds the alarm 202 
Love's the l of the heart 196 
| „ 
Nit Dana, when fair and young 195 
Monſter, away + FL 110 
More bright the ſun began to daun | 251 
My banks are all furniſh'd with bees 27 
Mu days have been fo wondrous free 116 
My*dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind 67 
Dolly was the faire thing - 2498. 
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of the SONGS, is 
My fair, ye ſwains, is gone aftray Page 278 
My fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt 342 
My former time, how briſk and gay 351 
My heart's my own, my will is free 89 
Myrtilla demanding the aid of my pen 290 
My temples with cluſters of grapes Fl entwine aa$ 
N | 
Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring ſhade 244 
Near the ſide of a pond at the foot of a hill 152 
No longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 144 
No more the feſtive train I'll join 2111 
No nymph that trips the verdant plains 212 
No ſhepherd was like Strephon gay 322 
No woman her envy can ſmother 139 
Nor on beds of fading flow*rs 45 
Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure I2z 
Now gay ſummer's ripen'd bloom 2 
Now peace ſhall claim its foft dominion 7 
Now Phoebus ſinketh in the weſt 41 
Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the plains 295 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 358 
Now the ſummer advances; and pleaſure removes 129 
Now the woodland choiriſts ſing 131 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away 284 
O 
Odds my life! ſearch England over 47 
O' er moorlands and mountains, &c. 70 
Of Colin's tender love poſſeſs'd 32 
O give me that ſocial delight 120 
Oh! had I been by fate decreed 90 
Oh! how ſhall I, in language weak 97 
Oh! leave me in pity; the falſehood I fcorn 41 
Oh ! Phillis, ſhame on you, to ſerve a ſwain ſo 146 
Oh! *tis Elizium all—1n beauty dreſt 204 
Oh! what a ſimpleton was I 40 
Oh! what joys does conqueſt yield 234. 
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x ALPHABETICAL TABLE 
Oh! would'ſt thou know what ſacred e * 335 


O let the danger of a fon 109 
O lovely peace! with plenty crown'd-  / 148 
© much-lov'd ſon! it death | 107 


Once the gods of the Greeks, at bro feat 133 
One Midſummer morning, when Nature look'd gay 236 


One morning young Roger accoſted me thus 216 
One ſummer eve, as Nancy fair RE 

On his face the vernal roſe | 342 
On pleaſure's ſmooth wings, &c. ien 


Oons ! neighbour, ne'er bluſh at a trifle like this 99 
O Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn 348 


O true content! ſecure from harms ne 
O why ſhould we ſarrow that never knew fin 3063 
} "BY | 

Parting to death we will compare 1098 
Philira's charms poor Damon took 199 
Pho! pox o' this nonſenſe I prithce give o'er ! "217 
Purſuing beauty, men deſcry + 298 
Puſh about the briſk bowl, "twill erg the heart 260 
Rail no more, ye learned atcs 348 
Reſolv'd, as her poet, of Celia to fing i; 210 

8 

Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes 240 
See! from the ſilent grove Alexis flies 239 
See the conquering hero comes, 143 
Shepherds, would you hope to pleaſe us 9 
Sick of the town fair Delia flew 293 
Silver- veſted, bright and gay - 32. 


Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no further I'll ſeek 97 
Since Jenny thinks mean her heart's love to deny 310 


Since pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a jeſt | 26 
Soft pleaſing pains, unknown before ” 4564 
Some men with artful praiſe 988 


„140 | | Some 
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Sound the merry pipe and drum 


Stern winter has left us, the trees are in bloom 326 


Sritl in hopes to get the better 


go” 
Sum up all the delights this world doth produce 370 


Sure never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me 
Snrz Sally is the lovelieſt laſs | 


Sweet Echo, ſweeteſt nymph that n unſeen 


if wilt thou walt thy prime 


5 9 


That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride 260 


That 1 might not be plagued, Ec. 

That May- day of life is for pleaſore 

The blitheſt bird that ſings in May 

he breed came forth frae the barn 

The echoing horn calls the fportfmen abroad 


"the faithieſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board 


he flame of love ſincere I felt 

The fool that is wealthy is ſure of a beide 
The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride 

"the gentle ſwan, with graceful pride 

The glitt' ring ſun begins to riſe 

"Phe golden radiance ot the fun 

"The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 

be honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
the kind appointment Celia made 

The ladies look pay when of beauty they boaſt 
The lark's ſhrill nute a the morn 
The martial hoſt, and tentèd plain 

The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees 

Fhe morning freſh, the ſun in eaſt 

The morning's freſhneſs calls me forth 

The new-flown birds the ſhepherds hog 
Then hey for a trohckfome life 

F he proſpect clear'd, around is heard 


1 here's grinders enough, Sirs, of ev'ry degree 


There was a joily Miller «ace 


Some think, in the ſtars we are able Page 36 5 
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The ſhepherd's plain life Page 20 
The ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 294 
'Fhe ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms 111 


The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 78 : 
The ſun, like any bridegroom gay 55 
The ſwain, with his flock by a brook loves to reſt 344 


The ſweets of peace ſhall be our own | 78 
The traveller benighted 103 
The truths that I fing none deny me 69 
The virgin, when ſoften'd by May 118 
The wanton god who pierces hearts 309 
The winter its deſolate train | 7 16 
The women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs 302 
The world is a well-furniſh'd table 99 
The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit 157 


Think, my faireſt, how delay, | 

This is to give notice, that a man about fifty _ 
Tho' Chloe's out of faſhion 

Tho' his paſſion in filence the youth would n i 
'Tho' my dreſs, as my manners, is ſimple and plain - 
Tho' my features, I'm told 


Thou beſt- belov'd offspring of Puck, &c. = 
Three goddeſſes ſtanding together 265 
Thy father! — away!] renounce the ſoft . 106 
Tis not wealth, it is not birth M e e 
To curb the will, with vain pretence 179 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 189 
To eaſe his heart, and own his flame 201 
Together let us range the fields 192 
To Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 194 
To keep my gentle jeſſe 1 54 
Too late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my eaſe 
Tom loves Mary paſſing well 258 
Too long a giddy wand' ring youth - 357 
| _ Fo figh and complain 108 
To ſpeak my mind of womankind 50 
T'other day as I fat in the Sycamore ſhade 1 
Te yonder beech's friendly ſhade | 8 
ru 
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'Truſt me, would you taſte true pleaſure! Page 36 


Twas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells 183 
Twas early on a holiday + - + 112 
V i 
Vain is bcauty's gaudy flow'r - 1276 
Vain is ev'ry fond eudeayour | 4 263 
Vainly now you ſtrive to charm me | 159 
Virgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre. 343 
Vows of love ſhould ever bind - - | 104 
W 1 
Was ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen 98 
Was I ſure a life to lead | 788 
Water, parted from the ſea - 106 
Well, come, let us hear what the ſwain muſt poſſeſs #00 
Weicon ſun, and ſouthern ſhow'rs + _- ;; 368 
Well, well, ſay no more 92 
Were | as poor as wretch can . 23 
We women, like weak Indians, trade ' 4 - 
What a blockhead is he that's afraid to die poor 68 
Wat beauteous ſcenes enchant my fight . 187 
What means that tender,figh, my dear 145 
What med' cine can ſoften the boſum's keen ſmart 263 
W hart ſadneſs reigns over the plain 225 
What ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 150 
What's ſweeter than the new-blown reſe 170 
What tho' the bloom of ſpring is gone 284 
When all the Attic fire was flcd. - 90 
When a maid, in way of marriage 324 
When Bacchus, jolly god invites 003 
When beauty, on the lover's foul 75 
When Bibo thought fit frum the world to retreat 5 
When bluſhes dy'd. the check of morn 198 
When Britain firſt at heav'n's command 304 
Whence can you inherit « re eo TB9 
When dailies py'd, and vi'lets blue. 479 
Wich Faun 10 mu 1s growing apace | 41 


5 When 


xiv ArygSABETICAL TABLE 
When far from faſhion's gilded ſcene Page $6 
When firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 273 
When forc'd from dear Hebe to go 160 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came 53 
When I enter'd my teens, &c. 166 
When I was a young one what girl was like me 350 
When I were young, tho' now am old 56 
When late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 
When late I wander'd o'er the plain 1 
When mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman's food 259 
When once I with Phillida ſtray'd 
When once love's ſubtle poiſon gains 
When Phœbus the tops of the hills does adorn 
When real joy we miſs 
When the head of poor Tummas was broke 
When the nymphs were contending, &c. 
When trees did bud, and fields were green 
When vapours o'er the meadows dig 
When we ſee a lover languiſh 
When you meet a tender creature 
When youth mature to manhood grew 
Where ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter 
Where virtue encircles the fair . 
Wherever I'm going and all the day long 
Which is beſt, ye caſuiſts, ſay 
While beaux to pleaſe the ladies write 
While blofloms deck each verdant ſpray 
While her charms my thoughts employ 
While others barter eaſe for ſtate | 
While others ſtrip the new-falln ſnows 
Whilſt merit and reaſon give ſanction to love 
Who'd know the ſweets of liberty 
\ Who'll buy a heart > Myrtilla cries 
Why, Colin, muſt your Lanra mourn 
Why Damon wilt thou ſtrive in vain 
Why heaves my fond boſom, &c. 
Why how now, Miſs Pert 
Why ſhould 1 now, wy love, complain 
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Why ſhould we of humble ſtate Page 4 
Why will Delia thus retire 224 
With doubts and fears for her I love 77 
With horns and with hounds I waken the day 349 
With Phabus I often aroſe 331 
With Phillis I' trip o'er the meads, 60 
With ſwords on their thighs, &c, < 333 
With the man that I love, was 1 deftin'd to dwell 37 
With women and wine 1 defy ev'ry care 257 
M ould you taſte of freedom's charms 76 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air 308 
Would yeu with her you love be bleſt 272 
| i 
Ye belles and beaux, attend my ſong 59 
Ye chearful virgins have ye feen 327 
Ye fair, be advis'd by a friend 3 
Ye fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 177 
Ye fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 16g. 
Ye fair who ſhine thro' Britain's iſle 208 


Ve ladies, who drive from the ſmoak of the town 20 
Ve lads, and ye laſſes, Who bloom in your prime 73 
Ye mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex 271 


Yes, I'm in love, I feel it now 338 
Ye ſwains who reap the ripen'd corn, T2 
Yet awhile, ſweet ſleep, deceive me 362 
Ye true honeſt Britons, who love your own land 255 
Ye virgins, attend 10 
Ye warblers, while Strephon I mourn 299 
You gave me laſt week a young linnet 362 
Young Arabella, mama's care 24 


Young Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight 213 
Young Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy fo fair 317 
Young Colin ſeeks my heart to move, 36. 
Young Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain 159 
Young Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill 104 
Young Phillis one morning a maying would go 130 
2 023g Strephon, A ſhepherd, the pride of the plain 151 
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550 Page 
Nenne ee long doated on Phebe the fair 145 
Youog Strephon, the artleſs, the dangerous ſwain 136 
You ſay, at your feet that I wept in deſpair 260 
You ſpotted fnakes with double tongue 138 
You tell me I'm handſome, (I know not how true) 262 
You've ſure forgot, dear mother mine | 

You vile pack of vagabonds! what do ye mean 327 
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Tas SYCAMORE SHADE. 
Sang by Miſs Brent. Set by Dr. Arne. 


OTHER day as I fat in the Sycamore 


ſhade, * 


VoungDamon came whiſtling along, 


I tremblod—I bluſh'd—a' poor innocent maid 1 

And. my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 

Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a flutter is here! 
Young Damon deſigns you no ill; | 


The ſhepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to fear, - 


Then prythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill. 


Sly Damon drew near, and kneltdownat my feet, 
One kiſs he demanded --- no more! 
But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, 
I could not begrudge him a ſcore. found, 
My lambkins I've kiſs'd, and no change ever 
Manytimes as we play'd on the hill: [round , 
But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop 
Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. 


A When 


& 


C3: ) 

When the ſun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair; [ ſhade 

And, . virgins, in faith Pm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there. 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will ; | 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it 
III die ere I bid it lie ſtill. [makes, 


II. 
A ANT AT A. 
Sung by Miſs Brent. Set by Dr. Arne. 


AIR. | . 
H Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain, 
My firm reſolves to move? 
My heart, alas! may feel the pain, 


But ſcorns the guilt of love x DP 
RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED. | 
Perfidious, too, like all the reſt, P 


Is faithleſs Damon grown! 
Ah! canit thou ſeek to wound the breaſt, 


That pants for thee alone? 


ATR. | 
No! for a thought fo meanly baſe, 
 Ungratetul thou ſhalt find, 8 
The heart that could admire thy face, I 
Can hate thee for thy mind. 
O 


SONG 
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EF 3% 
+0 N G WE 
DIANA ACANTATA. 
Sung by Miſs Brent. Set by Dr. Arne, 


RECIiTATIVE ACCOMPANIED. 


ROM Latmos' mount, wheace ſacred, 
roves depend, 


Diana, Fi. her virgin train deſcend ! 


And while the buſkin*d maids, with active care 
The bus'neſs of the daily chace prepare: 
With joy the goddeſs views her ſhining throng, 
And thus exulting ſwells the jovial ſong. 


| AIR. 
Jolly Health ſprings aloft, at the loud ſounding 
| horn, ws | 
Unlock'd from ſoft Slumber's embrace; 
And ſoy ſings an hymn to ſalute the ſweet morn, 
That ſmiles on the nymphs of the chace. 
The rage of fell Cupid no boſom prophanes, 
No rancour diſturbs our delight, [plains, 
All the day with freſh Vigour we ſweep o'er the 
And flecp with Contentment all night. 


| . 
ADVICE: ro Yun LADIES. f; 
Sung by Miß, Wright. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


E fair, be advis'd by a friend, 
Whoſe council proceeds from the heart, 
On beauty no longer depend, 
Or fly to the efforts of art; 


A2 Jf 


I). 


If a ſhepherd you'd | you to your arms, 


Let virtue each action approve, 
Her charms the fond boſom alarms, 
And ſoftens the ſoul into love. 


To- day be not nice as a bride, 
To- morrow untimely ſevere; 

Let prudence and truth be your guide, 
Nor caprice or folly appear: 

Unleſs you thus govern your mind, 
And baniſh deceit from your breaſt, 

Too ſoon by experience you'll find, 

Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 


Neglected you'll wither and fade, 
Till beauty, by age ſhall decay 
'Then lonely retreat to the ſhade, 
And mourn the ſad hours away: 
How deſp'rate will then be your fate, 
How great your fad loſs to deplore; 
Repentance, alas! is too late, 
When the power to charm is no more. 


. 
Sung by Miſs Wright. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne, 


HY ſhould we of humble ſtate, 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above, 
Or accuſe the will of fate, | 
Which allows us all to love? 
Love (impartial gentle boy) 
Deals his gitts as free as air, 
Love is all the ſhepherd's joy, 
Love is all the damſel's care, 


_ 


Hope 


e. 


7 
lope, that charmer of the ſoul, 
Hope, in love ſhould ever live, 
Could our years for ever roll, 
Love would bleflings ever give: 
Youth, alas! too ſwiftly flies, 
Nor can Cupid bid him ſtay; 


Beauty like a ſhadow dies, 


Love has wings and will away. 


S. O NG VI. 
Sung by Miſs Wright. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


HE Winter its deſolate train, 
Of froſt and of tempeſt may bring, 
Yet Flora fteps forward again, 
And Nature revives in the Spring: 
Tho” the Sun of his glories decreas'd, 
Of his beams in the ev'ning is ſhorn, 


Yet he riſes with joy in the eaſt, 


And repairs them again in the morn, 


But what can youth's ſunſhine recall, 
Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore ? - 
When its leaves are beginning to fall, 
It dies, and is heard of no more: 
The ſpring time of love then employ, 
Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 
For Cupid's a vagrant, a boy, 
And his ſeaſons will never return. 


A 3 $0 NA 


EL... 
8 ON NL 

From the Hntertaiument of the Fairy-Tale. 
Sung by Miſs Wright. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


K INGCUP, daffodil, and roſe, 
Shall the fairy wreath compoſe; 
Beauty, ſweetneſs, and delight, 
Crown our revels of the night. 
Lightly trip it o'er.the green, 

Where the fairy ring is ſeen ; 

So no itep of earthly tread, 
Shall oftend our lady's head. 


- Virtue ſometimes droops her wing, 
Beauty's bee may loſe its ſting ; 
Fairy land can both combine, 
Roſes with the eglantine ; 

Lightly be your meaſures ſeen, 
Deftly foot it o'er the green, 

Nor a ſpectre's baleful head, 

Peep at our nocturnal tread. ; 


S O N G I. 1 
Tas YELLOW HAIR D LADDIE. | 
Sung by Miſs Wright. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 
; ]* . when primroſes paint the ſweet 
And "ami approaching rejoiceth the ſwain ; 
Toe yellow hair'd 1addis would oftentimes go, 


To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn 
trees grow ; | | 


There 


Oh, OP 
There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedonr he ſang his love's ev'ning and 
morn : ; 
He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, . 
That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſaid, © Tho” young Molly be 
fair | | - 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air; 
But Suſy is handſome, and ſweetly can ſing, 
Her breath like the breeze gives perfumes to 
the ſpring; ie S010 
There's Jenny in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon is inconſtant, and never ſpeaks 
truth ; I 
But Suſy is faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the 
ſea, | ; 


My lady's fine daughter with all her great dow'r, 
Is aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour 
But Suſy, who knows neither riches nor ſcorn, 
Is mild as the bluſhes that paint the new morn. 
Ah! friends, how delighted, how bleſt ſhould 1 
be, [agree : 
Would my Suſy but ſmile, and her 1 
What more could I wiſh for? my Suſy's the 
whole, 


The joy of my eyes, and the pride of my ſoul,” 


SONG 


S ON G IX. 
Sung by Miſs Wright. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


AY Laura, who once was a blithe happy 
"Inn; 
Now ſeeks the fad grove, o or retires to the ſhades 
By Strephon undone, 
She's now left alone, 
Yet loves the falſe ſwain who her peace has 


betray'd. 
The nightingale thus, with a thorn ia her 
breaſt, . [from the neſt ; 


Complains when rude hands ſnatch her mate 
Tho' ſweet is the ſtrain, | 
She warbles in pain, 
The loſs of her mate, is the loſs of her reſt, 


* 


VX. 


A PASTORAL 


N Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


Are well, ye green fields and Tweet groves, © 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart; 
. Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And Nature is dreis'd without art: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, 
or mulic can lull me to reſt ; 
For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 
And $Strephon can neyer be bleſt. 


Oft · 


LS 1 
Oft-times, by the fide of a ſpring, | 
Where roles 3nd lies appear, 
Gay Phillis of Strephon would fing, 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear: 
But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 
She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt. 


Too late, to my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 
Are thoie that are fix d in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt: 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt | 
Coquettes, who to love make pretence ; 
For Philli: to me had bcen juſt, | 
If Nature had bleſs d her with ſenſe, 


S O: NG -XE” 


Tu MAID's ADVICE. - 
Sung by Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall, 
Set. by Mr. Yates. 


HEPHERDS, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
You muſt ev'ry humour try; 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 

Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cr. 
Soft denials are but trials 

Of the heart we with to gain ; 
Tho? we're ſhy, and ſeem'to fly, 

If you purſue, we fly in vain. 


SONG 


I. 


Sung by Mr. Gilſon, at Vauxhall. Set by 
Mr. Yates. 


LE E virgins, attend, 

Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence adhere to my plan; 

Ne'er let it be ſaid, 

There goes an old maid, 


But get married as fait as you can. 


As ſoon as you find 
| Your hearts are inclin'd 
To beat quick at the fight of a man 
Then choote out a youth 
Of honour and truth, 
And get married as faſt as you can, 


For age, like a cloud, 20 5 

Your charms ſoon will ſhroud, 
And this whimfical life's but a ſpan; 

Then, maids, make your hay 

W hite Sol darts his ray, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


I be treacherous rake + 
Will artfully take 
Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan z 
But baffle their ſnare, 
Make virtue your care, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands , 
Have join'd both your hands, 

The bright flame {till continue tod ſan; 
1 Neꝰ ex 


ds 


5 
Ne er harbour the ſtings 
That jealouſy brings; | | 
But be conſtant, and bleſt while you can, 


. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. Set by 
Mr. Yates. 


HEN Fanny to woman 1s growing apace, 
The roſe-bud beginning to blow on 
her face; 
For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
what. ET 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 
Than among the gay youths a tyrant ſhe reigns 3 
And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
| what. 

Tho” all day in ſplendor ſhe flaunts it about, 
At court, park, and play, the ridotto, and rout; 
Tho' flatter'd and envy'd, yet pines at her lot, 
Her heart _ for ſomething, but cannot tell 

what. | 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 
From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Not knowing tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
what. | 

Ye fair, take advice, and be bleſt while you may, 
Each look, word, and action your wiſhes betray, 
Give eaſe to the heart by the conjugal knot, 
Tho' they pant e'er ſo much, you'll ſoon know 


for what, 
SONG 


S ON G KV. 
Taz SHEPHERD's ARTIFICE. - 
Sung by Mr, Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 


_ C'UREneverpoorſhepherdwastortur*dlikeme, 
KI From morainzto night I could never be free; 
The charms of young Phillis ſo ran in my head, 
Iwiſh'd ſhe was mine, or I wiſh'd myſelf dead. 


Whenever I ſaw her, and told her my caſe, ' 

She gave meafrown, or the laugh'd in my face; 
Vet ſtill I ador'd her, and call'd her my wife, 
My paſſion was fix d, nor could end but with life. 


I found all the offers I made her of love, 
Produc'd no effect, nor affection would move; 
So ſchem?d a contrivance her paſſion to try, 

And boldly reſfoiv'd, or to conquer, or die. 


*Twas ſpread round the village, I courted young 
Prue. ot. | 7 
And Phillis had left her own ſchemes to purſueʒ 
This 1 my wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more 
| kin | EY | 
And vow'd to be true, if ld not change my mind. 
T catch'd the occaſion and ſent for a Prieſt. 
For fear ſhe ſhould alter, I thought it the beſt; 
From hence learn ye virgins, be bleſt if you can, 
And never refuſe the ſincere honeſt man. 


So NE 


„ 18 2 w 7 


TH 9 
 _$onwu 2. 
Tus PETITION ANSWERED. 
A CANTATA. Ws 
Jung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Yates. 
RECiTATIVE ACC OMPANIED. 
I, ARnorthward as the Dane extends his ſway, 
| Where the ſun glances but a ſloping ray ; 
Beneath the thicket of a ſhadow grove, | 
Cleonicus petitioned thus to Jove. 
AIR. 
Where, Jove, ſhall I a fair one find, 
With ev'ry beauty grac'd, | 
To pleaſe a fond deſiring mind, 
And ſuit an am'rous taſte ? 
RECITATIVE. 

Indulgent Jove, the ſwain's petition heard! 
And thus in ſtrains harmonious anſwer made. 
AIR. 

If yon would with beauty meet, 
Love defiring, ſparkling wit; 

To Britain's happy Iſle remove, 

The Seat of Beauty and of Love. 


s N 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set Y Mr. Arnold: 
E*4 Phoebus ſhall peep on the freſh-bud- 


ding flow'r, | 
Or blue-beils are rob'd of their dew 


Sleep 


( 14 ) 

sleep on, my Maria, while I deck the bow's, 
To make it more worthy of you. 

y There roſes and jeſſ*mine each other ſhall greet, 

: And mingle to copy thy hue; 

l The lily to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 

: How faint its reſemblance of you. | 


With ſweets of thy breath the hedge vi'let ſhall 
But weakly, and pay it its due ; [vices 
The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the ſloe for thine 
Yet Nature paints nothing like you. leye, 


The leaves of the Senſitive- plant muſt declare, 
The truth of my well-belov'd ſhe; {dare, - 
Whoſe hand if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhould 
Would ſhrink from all others but me, 


S O N xu. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 


. T week, in the grove, 
. | I met with my love, 
Who haſtily bid me begone ; 
- F aſk@tor a Kg,” 
She took it amiſs, / 
Her anſwer was, Let me alone, : 
Fye, fye, Phillis, fye, 
Vat mak es you 8 ſhy, 
I anſwer in paſſionate tone; 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 
„„ Vou mult be deny'd, 
be Sp. leave me, and Let me alone. 


4 


1 Dee e ci. - 


I know 


„ 
ce I know that you men, 5 
Are falſe nine in ten, 


cc T never reflected till now; _ ah 
« No longer purſue, ee, 
c But ceaſe to ſubdue, 
cc You ſhall not deceive me, 1 vow.“ 
I told her for life, | 


I'd make her my wite, | 
And ſwear to be true o'er and o'er; 
a That I'd virtue and youth, 
Love, honour, and truth, 
And what could ſhe wiſh to have more. 


<« If that's your intent, 
«6 FS my conſent,” 
She 1 «« To the prieſt let's be 3 
he. I led ber away, 
he's hap and gay, 
Bo lon ger cries, Let me "TY : 


: 8 0 N G XVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Arnold. 


* 
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84 


B the ſey⸗ lark awak'd to the ſweets of the 


morn, . {thorn 3 
From the bud of the roſe to the bloſſoming 
Thro' the copſes, the meadows, the vallies I 

| man, LMay. 
And all Nature looks warmly to welcome the 


All, all except jane, the fair plague of my heart, 
Infenſible ſhe! both to nature and art ; 

In vain chaunt the warblers of ev'ry green ſpray, 
For each month 1s as welcome to Jenny as May. 


— » | B 2 In 


'# 

In vain of the ſofter ideas I preach, 

In vain would I Ieſſons of harmony teach; 

She heeds nor thruſh, linnet, nor nightig- 
„% 

For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 

In vain do the ſhepherds & milkmaids advance, 

In vain is the ſong, the pipe, tabor; and dance; 

In vain are the fields all enamel'd and gay, 

For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


What pity a gem of ſuch luſtre ſhauld be 
Encruſted by pride, to ſo vile a degree; 

O Love! let her feel what I ſuffer one day, 
Ere ſhe finds it too late for to welcome the May. 


$ O NG Xxx. 
LOVE ANDY WINE. 
A EL. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon.“ Set by Mr. Potter 


| RECITATIVE ACCQMPANIED. 
Bon E, dull Care! without delay, 
To gloomy deſarts, haſte away. 
AIR. | 

Hither haſte, ye ſons of pleaſure, += 

Joy here knows no bound nor meaſure; 

Baniſh Care, and drouzy thinking, 

Now's the reign of love and drinking 

Care and forrow's toil and trouble, 
And the world an empty bubble. 
i RECITATIVE. 

While thus the jolly god invites 
The neighb'ring ſwains to his delights z _ 
| | Cupid 


„„ 5,7 oe ER 


n 

Cupid receives the 88 throng, 7 
And as they nimble haſte along, oo 
Bacchus again reſumes his on. wy 

, Ack oor etc i... 
"Tis wine and women life employ, _ 
Wine and women are our joy __ 
We're hither ſent to drink and love, 
Theſe are the bleſſings from above. 


O Nx. 
Tur FAIRY. | - 
Fung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Yates, 


I days of yore, when on the plain, 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train, 

In ſportive gambols took delight, | 

By Cynthia's borrow'd ſilver light, 

If e'er our grandames did amis, 

The puniſhment, ye fair, was this: 


Was Lady Mary ever known 

To toy with Celadon alone? 

Did avarice her boſom fill 

With paſſion ſtrong for dear quadrille ? 2 
Or did her heart for dancing beat? „ 
Then bliſter'd were her hands and feet. 128 


If once too ſmall her ruff ſne wore, 
Her petticoat too ſhort before; 

Or if, to catch the gazer's fight, : 
She us'd the arts of red and white; 7 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew, | J 
Were ſure to pinch her black and blue. 


it x But 
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They know no guardians but themſelves; 


Vlnleſs the ſprings are filling; 


En) 


But far more happy days we fix; 
The Britiſh APE of Sixty-11x : 
Are not afraid of rigid elyes, 


The tell-tale race at length ſubdu'd, 


Hear me, nor think the leſſon rude : 


Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one is pleaſure mad; 

This method I ſhould think the beſt, 
To keep a fairy in your breaſt, 

Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
But when you chance to go too far. 


„ 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 


LTi hug their darling tore 


And kiſs each guinea o'er and o'er, 
I'm richer with a ſhilling ; ix 
It brings me out to chearful air, 
To meet my lovely, cruel fair, 
Oh! that ſhe was but ewiling. 


To make her ſuch, I point to groyes, 
And bid her mark the heart- ſick doves, 
How ſweetly they are billing; | 

But all in vain (as yet) my art, 


For, oh! I feel acroſs my heart, 


Love's god his poiſon ſpilling. 


The ſtreams which flow like my ſad eye, 
Will leave, at laſt, their channels dry, 


And 


of 


(/ 19. ) 

And fofteſt rain, on hardeſt ſtone, 

Will wear (tho' drops fall one by one} 
A hole, by conſtant drilling, 


But, O! my ſprings will ne'er again 
Repleniſh, but with frether pain, 

Her frowns are {till ſo killing; 

Nor will my tears her marble pierce, 
Tho' conſtant drops bedew my verſe, 

From eyes, like limbecks filing. 

I ſung the ſong, it pleas'd her, too, 
How Sue loves 1, and I loves Sue, 

While neighbour's griſt was milling; 
But all was vain, if you muſt know, 
$9 I refolv'd to let her go, 

Becauſe ſhe was not willing. 


S O NG XXII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 
| Paz a wood-nymph in form; and Diana in 


mind, 
To rural delights lovely Daphne inclin'd ; 
Sequeitred from man, trom the gay and polite, 
Groves, fountains & meadows could only invite: 
How ſtrange that a virgin ſo model'd for love, 
Should thus frown averſe, & its joys diſapprove, 
And wow ſhe would never be married. 


When Sol drove his chariot thro' morn's gal- 
den gate, 5 * 
Or when clad in purple the ſun ſat in ſtate; 
With exerciſe grac'd, ſhe'd aſcend the tall hill, 
And looking a goddeſs trace Nature's vaſt = ; 
"oO y 


* 


By innocence guarded, contented and free, 
Then homeward ſhe'd ling, O how happy are ve, 
That never, that never were married ! 


But once as the charmer her pleaſure began, 
A ſatyr in mind, tho' in form was the man, 
Surpriz'd her alone - and began to be rude, 
Till Strephon advanc'd, & the monſter ſubdu'd; 
Her guardian at leaſt muſt her gratitude move, 
And the ſaid to herſelf — (but the hint was 
from Love,) 
Met hints, I could hike to be married. 


Then Strephon, who loy'd the dear creature 
before, more:? 
His paſſion avow'd, — Could the ſhepherd do 
Ves he could - and he did - but what? you will 
ſay: aſtray. 
y he led her to church = and not led her 
Now a and love all their pleaſures pro- 
ong, 
She ſings Ike a woodlark, and this is her ſong, 
Im glad to my heart that I'm married. © 


S O N G XXII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Dr. Arne. 


E ladies, who drive from the ſmoak of the 
ton, 
So whimſical, frolic, and gay; 3 
Ye neat country laſſes, in clean linnen gown, 
As blithe, and as pretty as they; | 
Here Faunus invites pleaſure's paths to explore, 
And Care, on his crutches, has limp'd from 


the door, 
Here 


E 


Here Zephyr's light pinions waft odors around, 
Selected from valley and hill: 

The god of the woodlands has hallow'd the 
And health is a tenant at will: ground, 
No lily nor roſe in the ſoil need appear, 7 
So freſhly they bloom in the cheeks of the fair. 


Here Colin, ſhould Damon his province invade 
Each obſtacle ſoon may remove; | 
The clack of the mill and the bubbling caſcade, 
Will ſoften the tale of his love; [waiſt 
Thus baffling his rival, with arm round her 
The ſlighted becomes the dear fav'rite at laſt. 


How ſweetly the Muſes in harmony join, 
To. cheer the briſk lad and his laſs ; 
Now free-hearted topers exult in their wine, 
And kiſs the ſweet lips of the glals : | 
Then baniſh exceſs, which alone can deftroy, 
Theſe innocent pleaſures, which Britons enjoy. 


SO: NG MXXIV.: | 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Yates. 


Is S Jockey was trudging the meadows fo gay, 
A rt Be and 8 bak his air; oy 
He met a young laſs who was going his way, 
Her face all 15 clouded with care: | 
He aſk'd her what made her fo moping and ſad? 
"Twas pity if ſhe were in pain: _ 
She figh'd, I have loſt the verieſt beſt lad, 
« And I never ſhall ſee him again !“ 


Is he gone to the wars for full many a year, 
Quoth Jockey, who troubles you ſo? . 


Or 


( 22 ) 
Or elſe, where on earth he can never appear, 
W here you and I ſurely muſt go ? ſhe, 
ct No, he's fled (the reply d) with another fond 
« Tho' to me he was plighted for aye, 
c Oer the mountains he's gone with another 
And therefore I cannot be gay.” [from me, 


If-that's all, quoth Jockey, your wailing give 
o'er, 5 
He's a loon, who is not worth your pain; 
Let him go, ſince he's chang'd, be you wretch- 
ed no more, | 
Nor think of a falſe-hearted ſwain: 
But take, if you will, for the lad of your heart, 
Whom fortune has thrown in your way, 
III ſoothe all your grief, and Ill banith your 
Here I'm ready to do as I ſay. [ſmart, 


Then he wip'd her bright eyes, and he ſung her 
Her face look'd no longer deſpair; [a ſong, 
He whiſper'd of love as they ſaunter'd along, 
And the thought him a lad worth her care: 
She ſmil'd and grew pleas'd, late a ſtranger to 
And Jockey perceiving her kind, joy,. 
More preſſing was grown, & the laſs was leſs : 
So, he drove the falſe Loon from her mind. 


S O NG  XXV. 
DELIA. A PASTORAL. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Dr, Arne. 


sf HE gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves; 

And failing down the ſilver, tide, 

_ Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 


The 


yow 


vu VG 7 


. 


The ſilver tide that wand'ring flows, 


Sweet to the bird muſt be; 
But not ſo ſweet, blythe Cupid knows, 
As Delia is to me. 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit: tree ſung; 

And till the pendent neſt the view'd, 
That held her callow young; 

Tho” dear to her maternal heart, 
The genial brood mult be, 

They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth parts 
As Delia is to me. 


The roſes that my brow ſurr ound, 
Were natives of the dale; 

Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their hue grew pale: 

My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee ; 

For what the root is. to the roſe, 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doyes I found like new-fa}l'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 
The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're hke her boſom fair : 
May they of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be; 
Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, . 
shall Delia ſhare with me. 


wa 


( 24>) 


„ 
Sumg by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Arnold. 


1 ſoft, ye winds, be calm ye ſkies, 
Ariſe, ye flow'ry race, ariſe ; 

Ye filver dews, ye vernal ſhowers, 

Call forth a blooming waſte of flowers. 

The fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 

Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt, 

Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 

The flow'r molt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair. 


S ON G XXVII. 
3 
From the Oratorio of Iſrael in Babylon. 
gung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Handel. 
A ROUND the fair attending, 
To her ſubmiſhve bending 3 
Our yielding hearts confeſs her ſway, 
All her ſuperior pow'r obey. 


SO M . 
Tas SISTERS. 
A BALLAD. : 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Yates. 


OUNG Arabella, mamma's care, 
And ripe to be a bride, 
Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 
But beauty mix'd with pride, 
And. 


=. 
And till to blaſt that happineſs, 
Her pride each lover cool'd ; 


The number of her ſlaves was leſs, 
And leſs the tyrant ruPd. 


Her fiſter Charlotte, tho' not bleſs'd 
With beauty's potent ſpell, 
The virtues of the mind poſſeſs'd, 
And bore away the belle : | 
Knights, earls, and dukes, like ſummer flies, 
Around the maiden flew ; | 
They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand lies, 
As men are apt to do. 


Fond Celadon addreſs'd the fair, 
Reſoly'd no time to loſe ; 

A youth with ſuch a ſhape and air, 
What female could refuſe : 

Like all the reſt, he own'd his flame, 
His artleſs flame alone; | 

The bluſhing maid confeſs'd the ſame, 
The prieſt ſoon made them one, 


Poor Arabella, vex'd to find 
Her ſiſter made a wife, 

Pretends to rail at all mankind, 
And praiſe a ſingle life. 

Ye virgins, Charlotte's plan purſue, 
Shun Arabella's fate; 

Accept the man that's worthy you, 
Before it is too late, 


1 . SONG 


CB 4 
s O NG XxIx. 


Tax; L.A. . . H. N 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by. Dr. Arne. ' 
& IN 90 2 : pleaſure's in faſhion; „and life but a 


In a of misfortune 1 II laugh with the beſt ; 
Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to idle, 
Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, 

While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
I'll keep up'the chorus of ha a- ah. 


Determin'd to leap o'er the bar of contr out, 

No rivet ſhall cloſe up my fr eedom of ſoul ; 

If care or ill- nature ſhou Id ce come in my reach, 

And foaming with rage, like a methodiſt preach, 
- While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 

I'll trip up theix heels, and cry ha—hba—ba—ha. 


To be happy, I'll laugh as the minutes ad- 
vanee, [dance ; 
Mirth ! play thou the fiddle, I warrant I'll 
But ſweeter the muſic will float in the air, 
Tf Lucy, my good-temper'd Lucy, be there ; 
She knowing 1 ny boſom quite free from a flaw, 
Will join the ſweet tune of love's ha- 
ba- ba. 
T'll laugh thro' the world in defiance of ſtrife, 5 
For Laughter's an Oil to the Sallad of Life; 
I'll make Daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 
Look over his ſhoulder, and long for a taſte; 


Then friends, while your boſoms are free from 


A a flaw, 


Seel round the gay chor us of ha==ha—ha—ha., 
| SONG 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Barthelemogg 


F 
A 
Tue INVITATION. 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach, 


6 Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 
O come and bleſs thy native plains; 
The daiſies ſpring the beeches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come Colin, haſte, O haſte away, 


Your ſmiles will make the village gay; 


When you return, the vernal breeze, 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trees. 


Oh ! come and ſee the violets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets ſing; 
Vour eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 
O haſte! and make us happy here. 


V 


1 0 n 1 


ENTLE Damon ceaſe to woo me, 
Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 


 Sighs and tears cannot ſubdue me, 


Nor can change my conſtant heart. 
Young Philander's gen'rous paſſion, 
Taught me firſt ſoft inclination, 

Never ſhall your ſly perſuaſion, $2 

Make me act a treach'rous part. 
Gentle Damon, &c, Ke 


* wv w 
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Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then, this complaining, 
Such perfidious arts diſdaining, 
Let bright honour once more reigning, 
To your foul its rays impart, 
Gentle Damon, &c. 


S ON G XXXII. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Potter. 


HY Colin, muſt your Laura mourn, 

Or longer wait your wiſh'd return ? 
O quickly come, and bring with thee, 
Glad joy to all, but love for me. 


No more the tenants of the grove, 
In concert tune their tales of love. 
And nature ceaſes to be gay, 
Whene'er my ſhepherd keeps away. 


Nolonger fly the peaceful ſhade, 

But haſte to meet your conſtant maid $ 
O quickly come and bring with thee, 
Glad joy to all, but lowe for me. 


4 5 
SON G XXXIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach, 


_ At Why ſhould love with tyrant ſway, 
__ Oppreſs each youthful heart? 

Muſt all his rigid laws obey, 

And feel his pointed dart ? 


On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the ſlaviſh chain; 
The potent God diſdains it all, 
And triumphs in our pain. 


o % ? 
| 
1 . 
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{ 
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| | 


SONG 


. 
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8s O N G XxxIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach, 
BY my ſighs you may diſcover, « 
What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 


Eyes can ſpeak and tell the lover, 
What the tongue muſt not impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing, F 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove, "> 

But 'tis hard and paſt concealing,  -—- 
When we truly, fondly love, . 1 


S O N G XXXV. 
S UMM E R. | 
Sung by Mrs: Weichſel. Set by Mr. Potter, 


NA. gay Summer's ripen'd bloom, 
Frolicks where the winter frown'd, 
Stretch'd upon the banks of Broom, 
We command the proſpect round. 
Nature in the proſpect yields, = il 
Humble dales, and mountains bold; _- -/ 
Meadows, woodlands, heaths and fields, 
Yellow'd o'er with waving gold. 


Linnets on the crouded ſprays 
Chorus — and the woodlarks riſe, a. 
Soaring with a ſong of praiſe, | » 
Till their warblings reach the ſkies: "WF 
Painted gardens, grots, and groves, 
Intermingling ſhade with light, . . 
Lengthened viſlas, green alcoves, . 
Join to give the ſoul delight. 
| | | C3 SONG 
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SON G XXXVI. 
RON DRA U. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach. 
RUE Strephon will you leave me? 
Will you prove yourſelf forſworn? 


Can, ah! can you thus deceive me 

Can you treat my love with ſcorn ? 
O behold your Chloe pleading, 

Turn and ſee your once-lov'd maid ; 
Let ſoft pity interceding, 

Eale a heart your vows betray'd. 
Cruel Strephon, &c. | 
Muſt I hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 

Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain; 
See, he triumphs in my anguſh, 

See, he glories in my pain! 

Cruel Strephon, &c. 


S8 M I. 
OD E. To CHEERFULNESS. 
| Set by Dr. Arne. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon and Miſs Wright. 
RECITATIVE. 


ay ME CHEERFULNESS ! triumphant fair! 
Shine thro” the painful cloud of care! 


. 
O ſweet of language ! mild of mien ! 
O virtue's friend! and pleaſure's queen! 
DUET. 
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Fair guardian of domeſtic life, 
Beſt baniſher of home-bred ftrife, 
Nor ſullen lip, nor taunting eye, =. 
Peform the ſcene when thou art by. 
RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED, 

No ſick'ning huſband blames the hour, 
That bound his joy to female power; 
No pining mother weeps the cares, 
That parents waſte on hopeleſs heirs : 
Th' officious daughters pleas d attend. 
The brother riſes to the friend. 3 

D | 
By thee their board with flow'rs is crown'd, 
By thee with ſongs their walks reſound ; 
By thee their ſprightly mornings ſhine, 
And ev'ning hours in peace decline. 

Cc HRG Bits 

Attend, and grace our gen*rous toils, 
With all thy garlands, all thy ſmiles. 


S- O. EN GG XXXVIII. me 
Oo D E, To PLEASURE, © 
Set by Mr. Bach. 2 
ENO. 
ILV E R- veſted, bright and gay. 
PLEASURE, keeps fer a 
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' (WIRE) 
| KI. Miſs Wright. 
Smiling Mirth, and roſy Joy, 
Youthful Love, appearing coy, 
Join'd with Frolick indiſcreet, | 
Form her train, with dancing feet. 


O80. Us. + 
Hark ! *tis Pleaſure's voice invites 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights, 
AIR. Mrs. Weichſell. 

See, in yonder roſy bowers, 
Half reclin'd in beds of flowers, 
Such a nymph as might inſpire 
Hoary age with {ſoft deſire. 

CHO: 0:6 
Hark ! *tis Pleaſure's voice invites 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights. 

pg R. Miſs Brent. 


Round the Table, bold and free, 
View the Topers, full of glee; 
Jeſt and Laughter there abound, 
Now the merry glaſs goes round. 


WO HE 0 R: s. 
Hark ! *tis Pleaſure's voice invites 


Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights. _ | | 
A I R. Mr. Vernon. 

See the Bumper, ſparkling bright,  _ 

Urges on the ſweet delight, EP. | 

None can, fure, ſuch joys refrain, \ 


15 Whicb give mirth, and cure each pain. 
. 5 CHORUS 


2s 


CHOR U 8. 
Hark ! *tis Pleaſure's voice invites 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſueet delights. 


8 O*N' & xxx. 


ODE To SUMMER. 
SWeͤet by Mr., Bach. | 


CHOR U 8s, 


OUND the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come, 
Summer ſmiles in rich array, | 

All is happy, all is gayz +. - .. 
As the cheerful fun goes down, . . - 
Let ſweet Mirth your labours crown: 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 
AIR. Mrs. Weichſell. 
See, ſee around, from ev'ry place, 
What charms the verdant valleys grace, 


While fleecy flocks in conſort rove, 
And bleat their tender tales of love. 


C HHO R U 8. 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 
AIR. Mr. Vernon. 
Here roſy Mirth, and Bacchus gay, 
Attend your ſmiling joys to crown, 
While Moderation leads the way, 
Such revelry to few is known. 


CHORUS. 


1 


Ft} 
e H O RUS: 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 
AIR. Miſs Wright. 
The joys we taſte to few are known, _ 
Content and health our labours crown; 
To jealous fears our boſoms move, 
For conſtant each we truly love. 


Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


AIR. NMI Brent. 


Here melting Muſic love inſpires, 
Here Peace rewards the mid-day toil ; 

But far from hence are looſe deſires, 
Here Innocence and Virtue ſmile, 


. 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 


Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come, 


Summer ſmiles in rich array, 

All is happy, all is gay; 4 

As the cheerful ſari goes down, 

Let ſweet Mirth your labours crown, 
Sound the nierry pipe and drum, 


Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


# 


Fd ov SONG 
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8 O N G XI. 
In the New Engl, Opera of The Maid of the Mill. 


CHORUS, 


REE from ſorrow, free from firife, | 
Oh how bleſt the Miller's life ! — 
Chearful working thro' the day, | 
Still he laughs and ſings away. 

Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
Whilk there's griſt to make him gay, 


"BS UT. 


Let the great.enjoy the bleſſings 
By indulgent fortune ſent. . - 
What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content ? 


| 8 o NG XII. 
Sung ky Miſ Brent, in The Maid of the Mill. 


AS I ſure a life to lead, 
Wretched as theEvileſtlave, 
Ev'ry hardſhip would I brave, 
Rudeſt toil, ſevereſt need, | 
Fre yield my hand fo coolly | 
Ta the man who never truly . . 
Could my heart in keeping have. 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure you, 
Where your wit. and your perſon may pleaſe; 
Take to them your love, I conjure you, 
And in mA et me at caſe. . 


SONG 


( 3 ) 


Sung by Miſs Brent, in The Maid of the Mill, 


RUST me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 
Without mixture, without meaſure, 
No where ſhall you find the treaſure 
Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene: 
Bleſt, who, no falfe glare requiring, 
Nature's rural ſweets admiring, 
Can, from groſler joys retiring, 
Seek the ſimple and ſerene. 


j ; | 
S © N G XLIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Lampe, at Marybone- Gardens. 
TheWords by Mr. S. Boyce. Set by Mr. Cha. Lampe. 


OUNG Colin ſeeks my heart to move, 
And ſighs, and talks ſo much of love, 
(He'll hang or drown, I fear it) 
Of pangs, and wounds, and pointed darts; 
Of Cupid's bow, and bleeding hearts; 

I vow I cannot bear it, | 
He ſays I'm pretty — mighty well; 
And witty, too——that's better ſtill; , 

And ſenſible, I ſwear it: ; 
But words, you know, are nought but wind, 

Unleſs he'll freely tell his mind, 
I vow I cannot bear it. 0 


The ſhepherd dances blithe and gay, 
And ſweetly on his pipe can play; 
I owa I like to hear it: 


But 


ut 


E337 ) 


Rut downcafſt looks, and hums and haws, 
80 e a lover's cauſe, 


I vow I cannot bear it. 


I wiſh ſome friendly nymph: or benin 
Would big the baſhful boy ſpeak plain, 
(1 wonder he ſhould fear it) 
I'd then take courage, like my ſex, 
The honeſt youth no more to vex, 
But wed him, I declare it. 


SONG XLIV. 


Sung by Mrs. Lampe, at Marybon- Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Charles Lampe. 


OME, then, come, ye ſportive ſwains; 
Hither jocund nymphs, advance; 
O'er the ſmooth enameb'd green, | Y 
Lead along the ruſtic dance. "= 
Come, your "grateful tributes pay, 1 
Hail the roſy morn of May. 


Now again the rifing year | 1 
Calls us forth to mirth and joy; = 
Pining grief, nor ſordid care, 
shall our feſtive rites annoy. | 
Swell, then, ſwell the chearful lay, 1 
Hail the roſy morn of May. | F 


S ON G XLV. 


Sung by Miſs Hallam, in The Maid of the Mill. = 
\ A FIT the man that I love, was Ideftin'd to i 
a dwell, ; | 
On a mountain, a moor, ina cot, in a cell; 
Retreats 


= — A AE a ett res 
o 


(, 38.) 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 
Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire, 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire 
Iyield them the bliſs wheretheirwiſhesareplac'd; 
Inſenſible creatures ! tis all they can taſte. 


SONG XLVI. 


Sung by Mr. Shuter, in The Maid of the Mill. 


HY how now, Miſs pert ! 
Do you think to divert 
My anger by fawning and ſtroaking ? 
Wou'd you make mea fool, 
Your play-thing, . your tool ? | 
Was ever young minx ſo provoking ! 
Get out of my ſight ! 
"T would be ſerving you right, 
To lay a ſound doſe of thelaſh on; | 
Contradi& your Mamma! 
I've a mind, by the la 
But I won't put myſelf in a paſſion. 


S ON G6: XLYB. 


Sung by Mr. Dibden, in The Maid of the Mill. 
HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good-nature; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe, 
Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 
In your bolom warm and preſs her, 
Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be, 55 
But 


5 . 


ut 


But if one you meet that's frow-ard, 
Saucy, jilting, and untow-ard, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
'Tis to mend her ne'er the whit. 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her; 
Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


8 ON G XLVIII. 


TE SEASON or LOVE. 


Sung by Mrs, Lampe, at Marybon-Gardens, 
and by Mr, Dearle, at the Grotto-Garden. 


Set by Mr. Lampe. 


RIGHT Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 
His all- cheering beams do nature reſtore 

The cowſlip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, 
Each garden, each orchard, does fragrance 
diſcloſe; | | 


The birdschearful notes are heard in each grove 
All nature confeſſes the Seaſon of Love. 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripping 


amain, 
All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain; 
Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 
The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile ; 


The heart that's ſincere in affection may prove 


All nature's force ſheweth the Seaſon of Love, 


O come, then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 
Our friends that expect us accuſe our delay; 
I D 2 Let's 


(::48- 3 


approve, 
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And never think more of a wife. 
Plague on it, men are but afles, 
To run after noife and ftrite. 


Had we been together buckled, 
Tu ould have prov'd a fine affair; 


„ 


CO what a ſimpleton was J, 


No tears, alack ! 
Vill call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure: 
I could bite 
My tongue thro! ſpite 
Same plague bewitch'd me, that's 


Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin; 
Vil ſtrive, for my ſhepherd the garland to win, 
But ſee his approach, whom my heart does 


Who makes ev'ry hour the Seaſon of Love. 


% i... AdIS 59 1 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill. 


1 hey fer a frolickſome life; 
| I'll ramble where pleafures are rife; 
Strike up with the free-hearted lailes, 


Dogs would have bark'd at the cuckold, 
And boys pointing, cry'd—Look there! 


Sung by Miſs Poitier, in The Maid of the Mill. 


To make my bed at ſuch a rate! 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, 
Thy true love feeks another mate, 


for ſure, 
S ON&- 


Yy 
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Sung by Miſs Brent, in The Maid of the Mill. 
'S * leave me in pity ; the falſehood I ſcorn; 
For ſlander, the boſom untainted defies; 


But rudeneſs and inlult are not to be borne, 
 Tho'offer'd by wretches we've ſenſe to deſpiſe. 


Of woman defenceleſs, how cruel the fate, 

Paſs ever fo cautious, ſo blameleſs her way, 
Ill-nature and envy lurks always in wait, 

And innocence falls to their fury a prey. 


«$ 0D © 10. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Comus. 


OW Phcebus ſinketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt 

Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 
Tipſy dance, and jollity: 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine; 
Braid your Jocks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict Age, and ſovr Severity, 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber he, 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


; a SONG 


> 
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S8 N Gt ¾ Un 
Song in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


V dimpled brook and fountain brim, 

I The wood-ny mphs,deck'd withdaiſtestrim, 
Their merry (merry) wakes and paſtimes keep; 
What has night to do with fleep? _ 

| 
Night has better ſweets to prove, 
Venus now wakes ard wakens love ; 
Come, let us our rites begin, 
Tis only day-light that makes fin. 


S. O MA: . 
DUETTO. Sung in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne, 


F OM tyrint laws and cuſtoms free, z 
We follow ſweet variety; : 

By turns we di ink, and dance, and ſing, 
Time for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhou'd niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the j--vial foul? 

No dull ſtinting hour we own, 
Fleaſure counts our time alone. 


S8 O NG I. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Comus, 


BY the gaily-circling glaſs 
We can lee how mir. utes pats ; 
By the how caſk are told 
Huw the wining night grows old, 
How the waning night grons old: 
Soon, 


S 


(48> )) 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy da 

Drives us from our ſport and play: 
What have we with day to do ? 

Sons of Care, 'twas.made for you ; 
Sons of Care, *twas made for you. 


SON G LVI. 
Sung by Mr. Beard in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEE ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The namelefs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 


t give; 
Thebowl's frolick joys let htm teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain; 

Pow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain: 

The moſt ſpiendid palace grows dark as the grave; 

Love and wine give, ye gods, or take back what 
ye gave. | 


Ss O N G TVI. 
Sung in Comus. 


AME's an echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glitt'ring bubble; 

A breath can ſwell, a breath can fink it; 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think it ; 
Why, then, why ſuch toil and pain, 
Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain ? 
Like her filter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 
And the worſt her favour find, | 
SONG. 
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: $5: 0 N G LVIII. 


Sung by Miß Brent, Miß Poitier\ and Mr. 
Beard, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne, 


IVE and love, enjoy the fair : 
Baniſh ſorrow, baniſn care; 

Mind not what old dotards ſay, | 
Age has had his ſhare of play; | 1 
But youth's ſport begins today. | 
From the fruits of ſweet delight 
Let no ſcare crow virtue fright ; 
Here, in pleaſure's vineyards, we þ 


Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free, 


S ON G. ILIX. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Comus. 


O ME, come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing ſlanders, wordy wars, 
In my preſence will appear : 
Love and harmony reign here. 


Sighs to am'rous ſighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 

All the woes you need to fear: 

Love and har mony reign here. 


SONG 


„ 


1 
$0 N G TX. 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, in Comus. 


IN? R on beds of fading flow'rs, 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bow'rs, 
Will true pleaſure long reſide: 
On awful virtue's hill ſublime 
Enthron'd ſits the immortal fair; 
Who wins her height muſt patient climb; 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care: 5 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain. 


GN bn 


On the MARRIAGE ACT. 


HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride ; 
For riches, like fig-leaves, their nakedneſs 
' hide: 
The ſlave that is poor mult ſtarve all his life, 
In a batchelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 


In good days of yore they ne'er troubled their 
heads | 
In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds ;- 
aut Adam and Eve, when they firſtenter'd courſe, 
E' en took one another, for better, for worſe. 


Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 
Let love be thy jointure; ne'er mind an eſtate: 
Lou can never he poor, who have all thoſe charms; 
And I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my arms. 
SONG 
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$0 N G: kX 
| Set by Mr. Howard. 
AE ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that till ſhall love thee, 

I'll aſk of heav'n thy ſafe return, 

With all that can improve thee : 
I'll viſit oft the birken buſh, | 
Where firſt you kindly told me 


Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didft infold me. 


To all our haunts thou didft repair, 
By green-wood, ſhaw, or fountain 
Or where the fummer's day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon mountain : 
There will J tell the trees and flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By vows you're mine, my love is yours, 
My heart, which cannot wander. 


S © N UM L. 
Sung by Mr. Dibden, ia The Maid of the Mill. 


N they count me ſuch a ninny, 
a So to let them rule the roait, 

III bet any one a guinea, | : 
That they've fumm'd without their hoſt, 
But it I don't play 'em, in lieu of it, 

A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 

Why then let me paſs 
For a fool and an aſs, 


To be ſure the fly cajoler 
Thought his work as good as done, 
When he found the little roller 
Was ſo eaſy to be won, But 


4 
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But if I don't play em, in lieu of it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me pals 
For a fool and an als, 


81 O0 NGO L. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Maid of the Mill. 


(Vx my life ! ſearch England over, 
An you match her in her ſtation, 
Fil be bound to fly the nation: 
And be ſure as well I love her. 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 
Still her pretty name repeating : : 
Here's the work *tis always at, $ 
Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 


When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 

What on yearth can ſweeter be? 

Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, 
»Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee. 


i , 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, in The Maid of the Mill. by 


1 Am young, and I am friendleſs, 
And poor, alas! withal; 

Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for help I call. 


Have ſome pity in your nature, 
To reheve a wretched creature, 
Though the gift be ne'er fo ſmall, 
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May 
it 


648) 
Tenay you, poſſeſſing every bleſſing, 
Still inherit, Sir, all you merit, Sir, 

And never know what it is to want; 

Sweet Heaven, your worſhip all happineſs grant. 


S8. G N G LXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


\ N 7HILS T merit and reaſon give ſanction 
to love, 
How can ye, ye fair ones, my paſſion reprove ? 
For none but the prude the ſott paſſion diſdains, 
And ſhe boaſts of a virtue which yet ſhe but 
feigns. 


Genteel is my Damon, engaging his air; 
And his face, like the morn, is both ruddy and 
. | 5 | 
No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen ; 
But open's his temper, and noble's his mien., 
With prudence illumin'd his actions appear 
His paſſions are calm, and his judgment is clear; 
Soft love ſits enthronꝰ d in the beams of his eyes; 
He's manly, yet tender; he's fond, yet he's wiſe. 


He's young and good-humour'd ; he's gen'rous 


] 


of 7 


and gay | 127 {away | 
And his voice can, like muſic, drive ſorrow N 


An amiable ſoftneſs {till dwells on his ſpeech; 

He's willing to learn, tho' he's able to teach. 
He has promis'd to love me as long as I hive, 
And his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive : Jo 
Then blame me, ye virgins, if juſtly you can; 
For merit and fondnek diſtinguiſh the man. 


SONG 
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s O N G LXVIL 
The MODEST QUESTION. 


(8 love he controul'd by advice, 

— Can madneſs and reaſon agree? 

O Molly]! who'd ever be wile, 
If madneſs is loving of thee ? 

Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte ; 

Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, 
And the bleſſings of life while they laſt: 


Dull wiſdom but ids to our cares; 
Brisk love will improve ev'ry joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 

Too late may repent being coy : 


| Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 


Till our beſt blood begins to run cold ? 
Our youth we can have but to-day; 
We may always find time to grow old. 


Set by Mr. Weldon. 


E T ambition fire thy find ; 
Thou wert born o'er men to reign, 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd: 
Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain, 


Crowns Pll throw beneath thy feet; 
Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread 
Joys incircling joys ſhall meet, 
Which way e er thy fancy's led. 


E \ Let 


(a -) 
Let not toils of empire fright ; 
Toils of empire pleaſures are; 
Thou ſhalt only know delight; 
All the joy, but not the care, / 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſings I beftow, 

Joyful Ill aſcend the skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


Sung by Miſs Poitier, in The Maid of the Mill, 
3 RD! Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy, 


But I the refuſal can bear; 
I warrant I ſhall not run crazy, 
Nor die, in a fit of deſpair. 
If ſo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken 
For, Sir, for to let you to know, 
I'm not ſuch a maiden forſaken, 
But I have two ſtrings to my bow. 


9 N T. xX. 
Sung by Mr. Shnter, in The Maid of the Mill, 


7 1 O ſpeak my mind of womankind, + 
In one word it 1s this, 

By nature they're deſign'd 

To fay and do amiis. 

Be they maids, be they wives, 

Alike they plague our lives; 

Wanton, headitrong, cunning, vain, 

Bon to cheat, and give men pain. 

| Their 


1 


of %y 


i 


Their ſtudy, day and night 
Is miſchief, their delight; 
And if we ſhould prevent 
At one daor the intent, 
They quickly turn about, 
And find another out. 


ON ;G LI. 

Sung by Mr. Dibden, in The Maid of the Mill. 

F that's all you want, who the plague will be 
forry? 

Twere better by half to dig ſtones in a quarryg 

For my ſhare, i'm weary of what is got by't z 

Sfleſh! here's ſuch a racket, fuch ſcolding and 

coiling, | [toiling, 

You're never content, but when folks are a 

And drudging like horfes from morning tall 


night, | 
You think Hm afraid, but the diff rence to ſhew 
ou, [throw you; 


| , 

Firſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſacks too 1 

Hencetorward, take care of your matters who 

will: need em, 

They're welcome to flave for your wages that 

Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. 


8S O N G LXXIL 
A Favourite Two- Part Song. 
Set by Mr. Travers. The Words. by Matt. Prior. 
VC". Bibo thought fit from the world 
to retreat, b | 


As full of champagne as an egg's full of meat, 
| E 2 He 


( 3 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 
He wou'd be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
e Trim the boat and fit quiet!” ſtern Charon 
reply'd ; [you dy'd.“ 
« You may have forgot---you were drunk when 


S GONG *-LXXIH. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OME, Roſalind, oh, come and ſee 
a What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee z 
The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear, 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear, 


The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love, 

Now warble out their ſongs of love; 

For thee they ſing, and roles bloom, 

And Colin thee invites to come, 

And Colin thee invites to come. 

Come, Roſalind, and Colin join; 

My tender flocks and all are thine: 
If love and Roſalind be near, | 
*Tis May and pleaſure all the year, 
*Tis May and pleaſure all the year. 
Come, ſee a cottage and a ſwain : 
Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain ? 
Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain ? 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, | 
For Colin calls, then haſte away, 

For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


SONG | « 
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EF 3/84 
S ; QN: > :-LXKIV; 


Set by Dr. Arne. 
E HOL P the ſweet flowers around, 


With all the bright beanties they wear; 


Yet none on the plains can be found, 
So lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia is fair: 

Ye warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, 
No longer in ſilence remain, 
No longer in ſilence remain, 

Oh ! lend a fond loyer your notes, 
To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain. 


Oft times in yon flowery vale 
I breathe my complaints in a ſong, 

Fair Flora attends the fad tale, | 
And iwettens, and ſweetens the bordersaiong, 
And ſweetens the borders along. 

But Celia, whoſe breath might per fume 
The boſom of Flora in May, woke 
'The boſom of Flora in May, 

Still frowning, prenounces my doom, 
Regardlels, regardleſs of all I can fay, 
Regardleſs of all I can fay. 


$ 0 K 
A RN O's V A.L E. 
V HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his ſilver ſtream, 
How brifk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural lay: 
E 3 The 
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The birds in livelier concert ſung, 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung; 
All look'd as joy could never fail. 
Among the ſweets of Arno's Vale. 


But ſince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's ſons mult all give place 
'To northern men, an Iron race: 
The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er; 
Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the ſweets of Arno's Vale! 


S O N. G LXXVI. 
Sung in, As you like it, 


LOW, blow, thou winter's wind! 
2 Thou art not ſo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As man's ingratitude: 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, | 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 40 
Altho* thy breath be rude, 
Altho' thy breath be rude. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou doſt not bite fo nigh, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 

As benefits forgot: 


(! 592 } 
Tho” thou the waters warp, 
Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 
Tho' thou the waters warp, 
'I hy ſting is not ſo ſharp, . 
As friends remember'd not, 
As friends remember'd not. 


8 O N Gr UN. 
Kung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybon-Gardens. 


Set by Mr. Lampe. 


of | HE Sun, like any bridegroom gay, 


Roſe to ſalute the ſpring; 


The flow'rets hail'd the birth of May, 


And birds began to ſing, 

When Damon tript it o'er the plain, 
Dear Chloe's heart to win ; 

But at the window tapt in vain, 
She would not let him in. 

Beſide the manſions where the great, 
From glorious feats retir'd, 

The Druids vs'd to celebrate 
The virtues they admir'd: 

Love whifper'd then in Damon's ear, 
And bad his ſong begin; | 

And thus he fang, to pleaſe the fair, 
In hopes ſhe'd let him in. 

So ſweet his ſong, the maiden roſe, 
In rural plain attire 

And like the genial ſeaſon glows 
With thrilling, ſoft deſire: 

But, angry like, by love controul'd, 
Cry'd, Shepherd, why this din? 

Why wake me thus? I've often told 
I nc'er would let you in. 


The 
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Shepherdeſs. 


(\ 367 ) 
The fair one in his arms he preſt, 
And kiſs'd her o'er and o'er ? 
And who, with honour in his breaft, 
Could then have thought on more ? 
To church he led her, in her prime, 
For pleaſure void of fin, 
And now ſhe hails the happy time 
When firſt ſhe let him in. 


„ % R . 
The SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS, 
A CANT ATA. ; 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill. Sung by Mr. Prentice and 
Miſs Brown, at Sadler's- Wells. 


Shepherd. RECITATIVE. 


HE morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, 
To view creation crown the earth. 


| AIR. 
Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this ſun-ſhine day z 
Sweets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. a 


RE CITATIVE. 
Ah! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 
I'm ſtung this moment by a bee. 


Shepherd. AIR. 


It you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, 
Then think whatyougiveto atrue-loving ſwain, 
When ſcorntful you fly fr-m his pray'rs: 

| A bee's 


] 


Sh 3 
A bee's ſingle ſting but a little while ſmarts, 
But wounds for years feſter in fond ſhepherds 
hearts, 
When laſſes will give themſelves airs. 


Shepberdeſs. - | 


Ab! ſhepherd, ah! ſhepherd, mankind, like 
the bee, | 
Fly buzzing about ey" ry beauty they ſee; 
And when the believing fool'd maid, 
O ercome oy their arts, feels the force of love's 3 
in 

At once, bk the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing, 

And, laughing, he leaves her betray'd. 


Shepherd, RECITATIVE. 


Then fix me at once for the reſt of my life, [ with. 
And from ſhepherd and laſs, let us be man and 


Shepberdeſs. i AIR. 41 88 


Maĩdswell ſnould beware ere to that they conſent, 

Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leiſure repent ; 
We ſhould look ere we leap, tis alottery for life, 
Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and 


his wife. 
Shepherd. 
Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſuch W 
tunes may prove, [love z 


But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for 
And ſince friendſhip's the prize in the lott'ry 

for life, [man and wife, 
We ſhall ſtand th e beſt chance when we're made 


8 hefherdeſs . 


(# ) 
Shepherdeſs. | 
Shall J liberty leave, and ſubmit to be rul'd; 
Tomy children a ſlave, by my huſband be foo}'d? 


The day ſpend in trouble, the night waſte in ſtrife; 
This is often the change from a maid to a wife. 


— {ot 15 
Weawife take,'tis ſaid, eber for better for worſe; 
Marriage, therefore, is either a bleſſing or curſe; 


Let us ſhew, by example, the bleſſings of life 
Can only be found in a man and his wife. 


Shepherdeſs. ' ; 
But ſee the ſun ſetting, the clouds ſkirt with gold, 
And nibbling flocks riſing, repair to their fold; 
Let us homeward repair | | 
Both. | 

And end further ſtrife, 
And to-morrow, my dear, we'll be made man 
and wife. | 


SONG LXXIX. 
Sung by Miſs Wright, at Ranelagh, 
Set by Mr. Goodwin. 


H O' his paſſion in ſilence, the youth would 

conceal, reveal, 

What his tongue would not utter his eyes ſtill 
And by oft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 
That they are the tell-tales of Celadon's love. 


To the grove, or the green, to the dance, or. 
the fair, | 
Wherever I go, my blithe ſhepherd is there; 

I know 


2 * 


e 
I know the fond youth by his bluſh and nis 
ſmile, | ; Sy 
And ſurelyſuch looks were not made to beguile. 


Tho' indiff rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 

Ne inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 

If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, 

Tho” his words are to her, yet his looks are 
to me. | 


When he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear 


He ſhould ſay what I dread, and yet with moſt. 


to hear: | [deny, 
Should he mention his love, tho' my pride wou'd 
My heart whijpers, Celia, fond Celia, comply. 


SONG LXXX. 
Sung Mr. Gilſon, at Vauxhall. 


E belles and beaux, attend my ſong, 
I'll tell you ſomething new: 
Perhaps you'll ſmile, and think me wrong; 
Tho' ſtrange, you'll find it true, 
In days of yore, hiſtorians ſay, 
'T was wiſdom bore the prize; 
But modern times have chang'd the lay, 
*Tis folly to be wiſe. 


Let no grave Cynic take offence, 
And think me too unkind ; 
All boaſt of wiſdom's but pretence, 

Our paſſions make us blind, 


6 60. .) 


Obſerve, at church, the learned prieit, 
He bids you temp'rance prize z 

Yet o'er his bottle, at a feaſt, 
"Tis folly to be wile. . 


No more thoſe muſty rules purſue, 
Once taught in heathen {ſchools ; 
Believe me (for I tell you true) 
The ancients were but fools. 
As thro' life's ſtream we glide along, 
We diff*rent paſſions prize; 
But be the burden of my ſong, 
*I is folly to be wiſe, 


e 
The HAPPY SHEPHERD. 
Sung by Mr. Fawcett, at Ranelagh. 


ITH Phillis I'll trip o'er the meads, 
And haſten away to the plain, 

Where ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 

To welcome my love and her ſwain: 
The lark is exalted in air, 

The linnet ſings perch'd on the ſpray ; 
Our lambs ftand in need of our care, 

Then let us not lengthen delay. 


What pleaſures I feel with my dear, 

While gameſome young lambs are at ſport, 
Exceed the delights of a Peer, 
That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at Court: 
When 
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When Colin and Strephon go by, 
They form a diſguiſe for a while 
They ſee how I'm bleſt with a figh, _ 
But envy forbids them to ſmile. 


Let Courtiers, of Liberty prate, GL 
T' enjoy it take infinite pain 
But Liberty's primitive ſtate 
Is only enjoy'd on the plains: + 
With Phillis 1 rove to and fro, 
With her my gay minutes are ſpent ; 
"Twas Phillis firit taught me to know, 
That happineſs flows from content. 


''$.0'N-.G - LXXXIL 
Sung by Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Signior Giardini. 
GRE gales, in pity bear | 
| My fighs, my tender ſighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Near ſome moſly fountain's ſide, 
Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd, 

Where bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, 
You will the dear deluder find. 


Gentle gales, in pity bear 19717 
My ſighs, my tender ſighs away ) 
To my cruel Strephon's ear | 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Tell the falſe one, how I mourn, 
Tell him all my pains and woes 
F 


Tell 


R 


l 1 


* A i 
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(as 
Tell, ah! tell am to return, 
And bring my wounded heart repoſe. 


Gentle gales, in pity bear | 
Mu fighs, my tender fighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


S ON G LXXXIII. 
A HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Mr. £quib, at Marybon-Gardens, 
ARK, hark ye, how echocs the horn in 
| the vale, | 
W hoſe notes do io ſportingly dance on the gale, 
To charm us to barter, tor ignoble reſt, 
The joys. which true pleaſure can raiſe in the 
reaſt : 
33 . 9 
The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of the huntſuian is, Hark, hark, 
away: | ; 
Then wherefcre defer we, one moment, our joys? 
Haſte, haſte, let's away, ſo to horſe, my brave 


J boys. | 
What pleaſure can equal the joys cf the ebace, 


Where meaner delighis to more noble give 


plac: ? 
While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 
From velley to valley re-echoes the cry: | 
Our joys ate all ſerling, no forrow we fear, 
We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old 
Care; | | 
Forget ful of liDour we leap o'er the mounds, 


Led on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 
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FRIENDSHIP and WINE: 
Sumg by Mr. Gilſon, at Vauxhall. 


E T the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy lite how they may, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; 
Go the world well or ill, 
"Tis the ſame with me till, 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs. 


The lover may ſigh, 
The courtier may lye, 
And Crceſus his treature amaſs; 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain 


So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


New life wine inſpires, 
And creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his laſs, ' » 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs; . 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my as. 4 


The earth ſucks the rain, , 
The ſun draws the main, 

With the earth we are all in a claſs z + 
Thea enliven the clay, | 
Let us live while we may, 


And Ill ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


'Tis friendſhip and wine, 
Only life can refine : | 
We care not n er comes to pas 


F With 
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With courtiers, or great men, 
| There's none of us ftateſmen : 
Come, here's to our friend and our glaſs, 


11 
Sung by Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall. 
REATHE ſoft, ye winds ; be calm, ye ſkies: z 
Ariſe, ye flow! ry race, ariſe ; 


Ye ſilver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, - 
Call forth a bloomy waſte of flow'rs. 


x fragrant roſe, a beanteous gueſt, 
Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt ; 
Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 
The flow" r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair. 


8 ON 6 LXXxVI. 
LOVE and AFFFECTION. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 4 


Set by Mr. Yates. 


W youth mature, to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch d my heart; 
From vein to vein love's lightning flew, a 
With pleaſing painful ſmart: ( 
A 


My boſom dear content forſook, 
And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; ; 
| The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
. \ Prov” d Love and ſweet Affection. 


Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
1 What could a ſhepherd do? | * 
And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, | 1 , 
Was not the way to wo. At 


(© BY” :) 
At length T told the lovely maid, 

Il I hop'd ſhe'd no objection 
To talk (while round her lambkins play'd) 
Of Love and ſweet Affection. 


A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, L 
A bluth devoid of guile, 5.18 

s; And what from me can you expect ?* 
She anſwer'd, with a ſinile. 

« How many nymphs have been hetray 4, 
© Through want of calm reflection | 
| « Then don't my peace of mind invade 

“ With Love and ſweet Affection.“ 


Dear maid, I . ne miſtruſt me not, 


In wedlock's bands let's join; ” 
My kids, my kine, my herds, my cots, 
My ſoul itſelf is thine. EY 
'To church I led the charming * / 
'. To Hymen's kind protection; 


And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 
With Love and ſweet Affection. 


r 
| The SK Y-LARK:. 


O, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, _ 

To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 

And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, _ 
And there thy vacal art difplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, hg 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong 
Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, | 


| To Damon's native plaints belon | 
At FF”,  . Tm 


N 
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Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine 


But aſł the lovely, partial maid, 
What are his notes, compar d to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with fcorn, 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, N 
Wo N05 her pr aller and ſings forlorn. 


. 0 . 

The FAIR MONITOR. 
Sung by Miß, Brown, at Sadler's-Wells. 
V O UE ſure forgot, dear mother mine, 

When you was once as blithe as me ; 
When vows were offer'd at your ſhrine, 
And lovers dropt on bended knee: 


When you could ſing, and dance, and play; ] 
Alas! December treads on May. 


Behold dame Nature's fav'rite blow, 
The rich jonquil, the, bluſhing roſe, 
How ſhort a date their beauties know, 
Surrounded by a thouſand foes ; 
Till time decrees their full decay, 
And harſh December treads on May. 


The whole creation own this truth : 

Then why ſhould wrinkled brows exact 
The mode ſevere, on blooming youth, 
By which themſelves could never act? 
The blood that's warm will have its way, 
700 ſoon Pecen aber treads on May. 


Then 


4" 


— rns . 4 


(Op } 
Then, ſwains, with tabor, pipe, and glee, _ 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim Care deride ; 
Come ſport and frolic free with me, | 
In ſpite of age, and prudith pride: 
The laws of love all ſhould obey, . 
Before December treads on May. 


14 0:1Boy Qs er 
Sung by Mr. Cooke, at Sadler's-Wells. 


dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 

As fickle as fancy, Inconſtant as wind; 
My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
And my miſtreſs as fond of each fellow ſhe 
| meets. 5 X [ſtritfe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her arts, I'll not make the leaſt 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro” life. 


Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe 
| pleaſe, | +053; | 

Her conduct ſhall ne'er my philoſophy teaze:; 

Ker freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 

One woman's the ſame as another to me. 

So, in ſpite of her airs, I'll not make the leaſt 
ſtrife, | | 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 

I laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine _ 

For falſe-hearted gipſeys they title divine; 

At worſt of my love- fits no phyſic I aſk, 

But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk. 

For go things how they will, I'll not make the 
leaſt ſtrife, oY 

But be cherry, and merry; and happy thro? life. 


The 
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The girl that behaves with good humour and 
„e | ſtence z 

Shall ſtill to my heart have the warmeſt pre- 

And for thoſe who would jilt me, deceive, and 
8 betray, | 

In honeſter bumpers I'll waſh them away, _ 

Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ſtrife, 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


2 
Sung by Miſs Pope, in The Muſical Lady. 
OVE's a ſweet and ſoft muſician, 
Who derives his ſkill from thee 
Plays on ev'ry diſpoſition, 
Strikes the ſoul on every key. 


Deep deſpair now thrums Adagio, 
Lively hope now ſounds Coragio; 
O the raviſhing tranſition ! 

Tweedle dum, and tweedle dee. 


Ss © el. 
Sung by Mr. Cooke, at Sadler's-Wells. 

A HAT a blockhead is he that's afraid te 

die poor [no more: 

We came into the world with our ſkins, and 

So the matter is plain, he that worſhips his pelf, 
Is a thief to mankind and a dupe to himſelf. 0 

I'll have women and wine, I'll have horſes and 
| hounds, {bounds : 2 

And my taſte in all ſhapes ſhall be rul'd by no 

For the matter is plain, &c. | 

11 Tis 


O 


| CF -q 
»Tis a ſmatch of them all muſt afford the true 


| joy | 
In an olio of ſports that the heart cannot cloy: 
For the matter is plain, cc. 


If a miſer you prove, the whole world wiſh you 

dead, [from your head: 
And your wife and your ſon pluck the prop 
So the matter is plain, &c. 9 


Let me live, then, thro' life, well - belov'd and at 


eaſe, | 
My caſh ſhall provide me whatever I pleaſe : 
For the matter is plain, he that worſhips his pelf, 
Is a thief to mankind, and a dupe to himſelf.” 


„ % Of N5-Gc;5: OE: 
ENGLISH ALE. 


Sung by Mr. Prentice, at Sadler's-Wells. 


0s HE truths that I fing none deny me, 
They're truths that muſt ever prevail; 
Ye poor dogs of France, we defy ye, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


The tricks ye attempt, but in vain are, 
They are what we expected, and tale ; 


Your troops, and your fleets, our diſdain are; 


By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 

When Beſs, that brave Queen, rul'd the nation, 
Twas Spain's great Armada did fail; 

She dealt to the Dons tribulation, 1 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 
| And 
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And thus we will ſerve them for ever, 
Tho' their loads on our necks they'd entai! ; 


There's none like our people, ſo clever, 
Buy the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


Free- born, we ſupport our defender, 
To our ſons we hand down the detail; 
Defie the De'l, Pope, and Pretender, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale, 


: S' ON G Kol. 


CONTENT: A Pas ToEAL BALLAD. 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon. Set by Mr. Goodwin, jun. 


ER moorlands and mountains, rude, 
barren, and bare, | 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 

A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home; 
Yellow ſheaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 

| crown'd, | 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor ; 
Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly 
W round, 1 9 * 


And deck d the fod ſeats at her door. 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 
Whilſt thrown from my guard, by ſome glances 
; _ ſhe caſt, F A 
Love ſlily ſtole into my breaſt. 
I told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) | _ 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine. * 
Fi, Her 
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Ker air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So —_— yet ſweet were her charms ; 
I kiſs'd t 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 


Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 


And if on the banks by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image flill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the ſlow-rifing hills, 
Deiighted with paſtoral views; 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my mule, 

To pomp, or proud titles, the ne'er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble defcent ; 

The cottager Peace is well knoun for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 


SON G  xefv. 


RV mortal ſome ſavourite pleaſure pur- 
4 ſues, {for neus; 


dome to Miite's rum for play, ſome to Batlon's 


e ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 


Jo Shuter's droll phiz others thunder apphiuſe, 


And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's 
noite: 3 1 [i Sinne ** 
But ſuch idle amuſements Tl carefully ſhun, 


— 


And my pleafures congne to my dogs and my : 


gun. 


Soon as Phœbus has finiſned his ſummer's ca- 
reer, [care ;z 

And his maturing aid bleft the huſbandman's 
When 
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When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt- 
| home, [roam ; 
And, their labours being o'er, are at leiſure to 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, 
And I range o'er the fields with my dogs and 
my gun. To”. 


When my pointers around me all carefully 
ſtand, mand; 

And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I com- 

When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down 
my bird, | 1 

I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford: 

No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 


gun. 


When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I 

repair, [fear ; 

And I bruſh. thro” the thickets devoid of all 
There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 

And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bag 

Sq often fill ; | [ſhun, 

For death (where I find them) they ſeldom can 
My dogs are ſo {ure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


mand; hand: 


When a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant 

they ſpring, [woods ring ; 
With heart-chearing notes, how they make the 
'Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 
My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When 


Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my 


My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under com- 


Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at 


De 
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When at night we chat over the ſport of the 

nn, | | (lay ; 
And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils 
Then I think of my friends, and to each ſend 
a part; [heart : 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of m 
Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my 
gun, 


S O..N . 
Sung by Mr. Prentice, at Sadler's-Wells. 


E lads, and ye laſſes, who bloom in your 


| prime, | by 
T love and regard ye, the jewels of time ; 
Then lift, and attend to the words that I ſay, 
For life's a mere vapour, a thing of decay. 


As now let me find ye with ſmiles on your brows, 
Each nymph prove indulgent, each youth keep 
bis vows; [true chime, 
Save love and good-humour, with hearts that 
All joys that men boaſt of are inſults of time. 


What a wretch muſt he be, who fo doats upon | 


pelf, [ſeif; 
To think that no mortal feels want but him- 
Who ſtarves 'nndft the guineas he counts o'er 
with glee! 
Such, ſuch are the vileſt abuſers of me. 


The girl that is ſqueamiſh, the icy-fac'd prude; 


The man that is flinty, remorſeleſs and rude ; 
| | With 


FE - BY 
With him that's a milk-fop, and baulks the 
full toaft, 
As time they abandon, by time ſhall be loſt. 


But ſtill to the cheerful, the good, and the gay, 

December thall meet them Kill mild as the May; 

Hand- in-hand If conduct them, who live with- 
out crime, 

From the ſons of the earth to the father of time, 


3... II. 


Sung by Signor Giuſtinelli, i Almena. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 
OW can I my heart ſurrender, 
And not moſt untaithtul pruve ? 
Y<t tis grateful to be tender, 
When from pity riſes love. 


But, can honour prove ungratctul, 


And tbe VOWS ot love ſuppreis ? p 

*11s unman! Y; if, deceitful, 
When we're bleſt We 050 to beg. f 
1 


r. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Almena, 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. X Sy 


HE martial hoft, and tented plain, 
May fright the poor and timid ſwain, 

Who never felt ambition's fire; Br 
But nothing awes, or ſhould contraul, | 
The truly great, undaunted ſoul, 

T kat dazes to empxe's height aſpire. 


SONG 
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S ON G XCvIIl. 


Surg by Mr. Vernon, in Almena. - 
; Se by Mr. Battiſhill. 


| HEN Beauty, on the lover's ſou], 
Imprints its firſt and fairs charms, 
lt foon does reaſon's force controul, 
And ev'ry paſhon quite diſarms. 


'Tis beauty triumphs o'er the brave, a 
As ev ry feature blooms divine; 

'T1s beauty makes ihe King a ſlave, 
When in an angels form, like thine, 


S ON G NCIX. 
Sung by Miſs Wright, in Almena. 
Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 
HE golden radiance of the ſun, 
Mild glancing thro” the cedar bow'rs, 
Renews the glories of the day : | 
The beauteous ſcene's again begun, 
Which nature freſhens and empowers, 
And ev'ry bird exalts his lay. 


Sweet 15 the prime of florid June, 
Sweet are the meadows as they ſmile, 
And ſweet the rural minſtrel's ſong ; 
But ſweeter is the mind in tune, | 
Sweeter the heart unknown to guile, 
And ſweeter where the virtues throng. 
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Sung by Mrs. Vincent, in Almena. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 
OULD you taſte of freedom's charms, 
Zara courts thee to her arms ; 
Diftreſs, like thine, ſhould pity move, 
And pity's ray ſhould kindle love. 


For my heart adopts thy woes, 
Melting, thrilling, as it glows ; 
Leave thy cell and foilow me, 

Love and Zara ſet thee free. ] 


S 0-0-2081 
Sung by Miſs Wright, in Almena.  . a 
Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. | 


TH. peace ſhall claim its ſoft dominion, 
And,gentle love ſhall ſway the heart; 

Ambition ſinks on wearied pinion, To 
And tyranny has loſt its dart. sl 


Again ſhall ſmiling joy and pleaſure FI 
Advance together hand in hand, 

And plenty ſpread its golden treaſure, 1 

To brighten the deliver'd land. 8 

| | STO 

Cone es 3 Al 
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S8 N G NN. 
Dukrro. Sung by Signora Cremonini 
WMifs Wright, in Almena. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 
A* flows the cool and purling rill, 
In ſilver mazes down the hill, 


It cheers the myrtle, and the vine, 
That in each other's foliage twine : 


So ſtreams from the maternal heart, 
W hat tender nature can impart ; 
Thus happy, in my arms to fold, 
And to my heart Almena hold. 


Nen CHI. 
Sung by Signora Cremonini, in Almena. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill, 


ITH doubts and fears, for her Thovg,.. 
My heart is ſtill diftreſs' d; 
Afflicted as the plaintive dove, 
When plunder'd of her neſt, 
Whence ſad and moaning, all 'the day, 
She pines in ſolitude away. 


Fly, fly, oh! fly, ye minutes, fly, ? 28 1 

On Time's expanded wings, KI 8. f 

Till my Almena ſtops the ſigh f IJ 1 

That for her ſafety ſprings; 7 | PU 23 

Guard her ſweet innocence and charms, | "Sy 0 

And ſafe conduct her to theſe arms. |} * & is 

\ 
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Nah . 
Sung by Miſs Williams, ia Almena. 


| Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 
. Sap” ſweets of peace ſhall be our own, + 
And ſmiling plenty crown the plains; 
*T1s peace adorns the monarch's throne, 
And chears'the cottage of the ſwains. 


The riſing. ſun ſhall bleſs the mead, 

And fair the mountain olive cg; ; 

The vine its richeſt cluſters ſpread; 
When glory crowns a * King. 


S O NGN e. 
A HUNTING SONG. 
Fig | 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Apollo and Daphne. 


6 Dna ſun from the eaſt tips the-mountains 
with gold, \.  {behold; 

And the Metra all ſplangled with dew-drops 

How the lark's early mattin proclaims the new 
day, [delay ! 

And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our 

With the ſports of the field there's no pleafure 
can vie, 


While jocund we follow, tonne, follow, follow, 


follow, follow, follow, follow, fallow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


Let che drudge of the town make riches his 


ſport E, [ court ; 


Aud the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
2 


| 
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No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. . ,_ 
With the ſports of the field, &. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 

The prieſt hunts/a living, the lawyer a fee: 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Tho? often like us, they're flung out with dif- 
race. 


8 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; * 
And the artful coquet, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Vet, in ſpite of her airs, ſue her lover en 1 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the me and the buſy hunt glory and 
| wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſ is the bleſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns, thro' the l 
lands to roam, Thome. 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at 
With the ſports of the field there's no Fa 
can , 21 
While jocund we follow, e e follow, 
ve follow, fellow, follow, follow, 1 8 


Den 


SO N G. CVI. 
1 MARRIED MAN. 
Set and ſung by Mr. Hudſon. | 
] married, and happy : with wonder hear 
this, 


Ye rovers and rakes of the age, | 
Who 


0 Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 
= You may laugh; but, believe me, you'r re all i in 

* the wrong, 
When you merrily marriage deride; {lon g. 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures be- 
And in them we can only confide. 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive- never ſincere; 
Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch*d by frise, 
Interrupted by doubts, and by fer 
* thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 
PIs from ev'ry imbitt ring reflection retin'd,. 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that 
True love is with ſentiment j join'd; [name, 
But your's is a paſſion, a feveriſn flame, f 


When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this and with that ye are cloy d; 


And are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
M anſwer is ſhort - From a wife, 
Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good- na- 

« ture I choſe, 
«© Which are beauties that charm us for life. 
To make home the; ſeat of perpetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize ; (night, 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. 


SONG 


Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 5 „ 


Le are led, and miſled, by a flatt' ring falle fire, 
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> ON ch. 
Sung by Mr. Vates, in The Capricious Lovers. 
WW EE N the head of poor Tummas was 
„„ TR | 
By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 
And Kate was alarm'd at the ftroke, 
And wept for poor Tummas's ſake ; 
When his Worſhip gave noggins of ale, | 
And the liquor was charming and ſtout z - 
O theſe were the times to regale, * 
And we footed it rarely about, 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 

And we all were as happy as Kings; 
Each lad in his holiday clothes, x 
And the laſſes in all their belt things: 
What merriment all the day long! 

May the feaſt of our Colin prove ſuch 53 » 
Odzooks! but I'll join in the ſong, % # 

And'I'll-hobble about with my crutch. 


S ON G CVIII. ty 
Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 
G O, ſeek fome nymph of humbler lot, 
To ſhare thy board and deck thy cot; 
With joy I fly the ſimple Fouts ; 
Who holds me light, or doubts my truth. *' 
Thy breaſt, for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn its peace and-pleaſure flown 
Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain, 
Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain. 
| SONG 


4 


S „ON G _CIX. 


Sung by Mr. Scott, in The Capricious Lovers. 
1 F tyrant love, with cruel dart, 
Tranfix the maiden's tender heart; 
Of eaſy faith, and fond belief, 
She hugs the dart, and aids the thief. 


Till left, her helpleſs fate to mourn, 
Neglected, loving, and forlorn ; 
She finds, while grief her boſom ſtings, 
As well as darts, the god has wings. 


* 
Sung by Mr. Vernon and Miſs Slack, in The 
Capricious Lovers. 
| Phoebe. 
F Colin's tender love poſſeſs'd, F 
My heart is glad, my ſpirits bleſs'd ; 
His chearful looks, his ſoul fincere, 
Shall give the ſmile, and wipe the tear. 
No ſplendor gilds my homely ſcene, 
My ſtores are few, my cottage mean z 
But Phcebe's ſmile rewards my pain, 
And Colin is a wealthy ſwain. 
| * Rey 
No jealous thought ſhall ſtain my breaſt, _ 
No fears alarm, no cares moleſt. | 


2 Clin. | 410 
Pleas'd with the nymph, my hopes purſue 3. 
For ſhe is kind, and I am true. | 

| | | Phœbe. 


( 83 ) 
| Phebe. ; 
Pleas'd with the ſwain, my hopes purſue 3 
For he is kind, and I am true. x 


1 TO OT a 4 7 
Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 


HEN vapours o'er the meadows die, 
And morning ſtreaks the purple ſky, 

I wake to love with jocund glee, - 

To think on him who doats on me. 


When eve embrowns the verdant grove, 
And Philomel laments her love; 

Fach ſigh I breathe my love reveals, 
And tells the pangs my boſom feels. 


With ſecret pleaſure I ſurvey 

The frolic birds in am'rous play; 

While fondeſt cares my heart employ, 
Which flutters, leaps, and beats for joy. 


Ss O NY . 

Sung by Mrs. Clive, i# The Capricious Lovers. 

F O R various purpoſe ſerves the fan, 
As thus—a decent blind, 


Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind. | 


Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the ſnap ; 

A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 
Conſent, a gentle tap, 
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All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 

And to advantage ſweetly ſhews 
The hand, if not the heart. 


"Tis folly's ſce ade firſt defi ign'd 


By love's capricious boy, 0 
Wbo knows how lightly al mankind | 
Are govern'd by a toy. 


8 O N G cxim. 


Sung by Mr. Yates, in The Capricious Lovers, 


HO” my features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt ; 7 
Not a wrinkle 1s there, 
Which is furrow'd with care, 


And my heart is as light as the beſt. 


When I look on my boys, 
They renew all my joys, 
Myſelf in my children I fee ; 
While the comforts I find 
In the kingdom my mind, 


Pronounce that my kingdom i is free. 


In the days I was young, 

Oh! I caper'd and ſung, | 
The laſſes came flocking apace 

But now turn'd of threeſcore, 

T can do ſo no more 


Why then let my boy take his place, 


Ex 
Of our pleaſures we crack; 
For we ſtill love the Rk” 

And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
Yet why ſhould we repine? 
You've had your's, I've had mine, 

And now let our chitdrc en begin. 


= O N G .. cxIv. 
Sun; by Miſs. Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 
HEN late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 
I rov'd without conſtraint, 


A ſtream was all my looking-glaſs, 
And health iy only paint. 


The charms I boaſt, alas! how few, 
I gave to nature's care; 

As vice ne er ſpoil'd their native hue, 
They could not want repair. 


S ON ex. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in The Capricious Lovers. 
HY fthould I I now, my love, complain, 
That toil awaits thy chearful ſwain; 


dince labour oft a ſweet beitows, 
Which lazy ſplendor never knows ? 


Hence ſpri ings ! the purple tide of health, 
The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's w ealth ; 


And ſpread thoſe blaſhes o- er the face, 


Which come and go with native grace. ' 
FP i ade wh The 
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The pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhow 
Are trappings oft that cover woe; _ 
But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 

Shall taſte of real. joys at home. 


S O0 N G CXVI. 


Sung by Mr. Vates, in The Capricious Lovers. 
H O' my dreſs, as my manners, is ſimple 
and plain, | 
A raſcal T hate, and a knave I diſdain; - 
My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 
And I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſands 
| a year. 8 
Tho' bent down with age, and for ſporting 
uncouth, | 
I feel no remorſe for the follies of youth; 
I ſtill tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 
And my boys think my age not a moment too 
long. | 
Let the Courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin an 
grimace, . 
Creep under, dance over, for Title or Place; 
Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 
That of Honeſt I prize—and that title's my own, 


& DN . 
Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers, 
WA CES far from faſhion's gilded ſcene 


IT breath*d my native air, 
My thoughts were calm, my mind ferent, 
No doubtings harbour'd there. 


But 
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But now no more myſelf I find, 


Whilſt hopes and fears diſturb my mind, 


Thy Photbe ki 


(. &-- 
Diſtraction rends my breaſt ; '. 
And murder all my reſt. SY 
$0 Ne Cxvur. 


Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 


HE OM flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 

 Ofer fields or gardens ranging, 

Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life is changing. 


Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted; | 
While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 
To-morrow {hall be flighted. 


8 0 N G . 


Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. ) 


AV in ruſtic weeds array d, 
A ſimple ſwain, a ſimple maid ; 
O'er rural ſcenes, with joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling:brook, or cooling grove... » 


The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, *, 
And warble wild their merry notes, £ 
While we converſe beneath the ſhade, 

A happy twain, and happy maid. 
Thy hand ſhall pluck, to grace my bow'r, 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow 'r; 
While joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 

„ thy Colin true. 


H 2 SONG 
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'$' O -CXX, 
Sung by Miſs Brent and Miſs Hallam, 
In Love in a Village. 


| Miſs Brent, 
H OP E! A "tho nurſe of ' young Deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet that ne'er can Clay: 


| Miſs Hallam. 

Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bri bt, 1 

Sureſt friend the wr — of — We 


Both. 
Kind deceiver, flatter ftill ; 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſleſs' gs 2 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
Andin wiſhes make me bleit. 


8 ON G xxl. 


Sung by Miſs Brent, in Love in a Village. 

69 youth, ah! tell me _ 
Still you force me thus to fly 2; | 

| Ceaſe, oh! ceade to perſevere, 

Speak not what I muſt not hear; 

To my heart its eaſe reſtore, | | 

So, and never ſee me more. 
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8 0 N GS CkxII. | = 
Sung by Myfs Brent, in 1 in a Village. "ol 
Y heart's my own, my will is free, 4 
And ſo ſhall be my voice: { -ſ 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 1 
ill firſt he's made my choice. A 
Let parents rule, cry Nature's laws, 
And children til: obey : 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe = 1 
A 2 22. enn yo? po. at 10171 H 


S O N 1 cxxlII. 

Sung by Miſs Brent, in 11 in in a Village. 

W NCE can you inherit 
S0 flaviſh a fpirit, 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a 198! ? 
Now fondled, now chid, 

Permitted, forbid; 

"Tis leading the life of a dog. \ 


For ſhame !- you a lover 
More firmneſs diſcover 

Tale courage, nor here longer mope : : 
Reſiſt, and be free; | 
Run riot, like me ; 

And, to perfect the picture, elope. 


5.8.0 N G XXIV. 


Sung by Miſs Hallam, in Love in a Village. 
3 HEN once love's ſubtle poiſon gains 


A paſſage to the female f 5 


49%. | 
3 


| 0 90 ) } 
Ruſhing, like ligfitning thro' the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt. 
To heal the pangs ont minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its Kill applies; 
Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


8 O N O i CXXV. 
Sung by Mr, Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
TILL in hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn flame I try, 

Swear this moment to forget her, 

And the next my oath deny. 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 

Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 

And Conteſt myſelf her ſlave. 


S O N G CXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, ia Love in a Village. 
'$ n+ had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſſetta's fight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain, 
What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now ne'er mult know? 
Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plac'd 
My fair-one's lot fo low? | 


8 0 N G 


(Wo: } | 
s O N G CXXVIL f 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 1 


| 1 honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 
Need neither Fortune's fr owning tear, 
Nor court the Harlot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make! us grave, 
Is but an empty thing; 

What more than mirth would mortals have? 
The chearful man's a kin gr. | 


S O0 Ng cxxvIn. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, iu Love ina Village. 


HERE was a jolly Miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 0 

He wark d, be ſung, from morn to night, 

No lark more blithe than he. 
And this the burden of his long 

For ever us'd to be, 
I care for nobody, no, not T. 

It nobody cares tor me. 


. cxxlx. 


Sung by Mr, Beard, in Love in a village. 
E T gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate; 
From ple:ſure to pleaſure they run: 
Wen who cares a jot ? 
J envy them no', 


While I have my dog and my gun. 


For 


4 


For exerciſe, air, 

To the fields Lrepair, a 
With ſpirits unclouded and nights 

The bliſſes I find, 

No ſtings leave behind, CES - 
But Health and Diverſion anite, 


5s & XF © xxx. 
Sung by My. Dunſtal, ix Love in a Village. 


'ELL, well, ſay no more; 

So you told me before; 
I know the full length of my tether, 
Do you think I'm a fool, © eh 
That I need go to ſchool? © ® 
T can ſpell you, and put you together; 


A word to the wiſe vi.8 
Will always ſuffice: 
Addſniggers! go talk to your ee 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Thof I ſay't of myſelf, oy 
But I know a ſheep” s head from a nor. 


8S 0 W cxxxl. 
Sung by Mr. Dyer, in Love in a Village. 


HINK, my faireſt, how delay, 
| Danger ev'ry moment brings; 
Time flies Vir, and will away, 
Time that's ever on its wings. 


Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt; 

Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion ere tis loſt.” 


SONG 
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S O N GS CXXXII. | 
Sung by Mr. Dyer and Miſs Hallam, in Love 
in a Village. 


Mr. Dyer. 
E rakes and libertines, reſign'd 
To ſenſual pleaſures, range : 
Here all the ſex's charms I find, 
And ne'er can cool or change. 
Miſs Hallam. | 
Let vain coquettes and prudes conceal 
What molt their hearts deſire : | 
With pride my paſſion I reveal 
Oh, may it ne'er expire! 
Duetto. 
The ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave, 
And fair creation ſink in night. 
When I my dear deceive. 


S ON G CXXXIIL 
Fung by Miſs Hallam, iz Love in a Village. 
UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part : 


Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occafion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


| Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthral ; 
+007 % 
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Tyrants of more cruel kind, 

'Thoſe who would enſlave the * 
Cupid, god of, &c. 


What is grandeur ?. foe to reſt ; 

Childiſh mummery at beſt. 

Happy I in humble ſtate ! 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt' ring bait. * F 
Cupid, god of, &c. _ 


S ON G. Cxxxiv. 
Sung by Miſs Hallam, in Love in a Village. 


E LIEVE me, dear aunt, 
If you-rave thus, and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade; {hs 
The men will all By, a en 
And leave you to die 
(O, terrible chance!) an old 1. 


How happy the laſs, 

Mult the come to this paſs, \ 
Who ancient varginity ſcapes! 

*T were better on earth 

Have five brats at a birth . _. 
Than in hell be a leader of apes. 


e 
Surg by Miſs Hallam, in Love in a Village. 
E women, like weak Indians, trade, 
Whole judgment tinſcl-ſhow decoys; 
Dupes to our folly we are made. 
While artful man the gain enjoys: 
We give our treaſure to be paid 


A paltr oor return in toys. 
en 4 SONG 
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Sung by Miſs Davies, in Love in a Village. 
H ow happy were my days till now! 35 
I ne'er did forrow feel; = 
With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning-wheel. 1 
My heart was lighterithan'a fly, 1 
Ltke any bird I ſung, a 1 
Till he pretended love, and I ut 7% 
Behev'd his flatt'ring tongue. a in 
© the fool ! the filly, July fool, in 
That truſts what man may be! 6723.4 i 
I with I was a maid again, | 
And in my own country. 


8 0 N 8 CXXXVII. 
Sung by Mi. Brent, in Love in a Village. 
OW bleſt the Maid whoſe boſom 
No head- ſtrong * knows! 
Her days 1 in joy ſhe paſſes, 
Her nights in ſweet᷑ re poſe: 
Where'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear, invades. her; 
But pleaſure 
Without meaſure 
From ey'ry object flows. 


S ON G CXXXVIIL. 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Love in a Village. 


OUNG I am, and ſore afraid: 


Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
| Lead 
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Lead an innocent aſtray ? 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 
Men too often we believe ; 
And ſhow'd you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender heart would break. 


S O N G CXXXIX. 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Love in a Village. 


. love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art. 

Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 
Whole words are th' exceſs of the heart; 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight 2 
On this ſide the ſtars can be found; 

"Tis ſure, when that couple unite, 

And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 


* 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Love in a Village. 


| S E ASE, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
In triumphs o'er the fair, 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, 
As thoſe in higher ſphere, 


Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate. 
Shall hapleſs beauty go ? | 

In ev'ry ſtation, ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a foe, 


G 
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g< 0 7707-087 * CXEE 
Sung by Miſs Davies, in Love in a Village, 


72 CE Hodge proves ungrateful, no further 
I'lI ſeek, | 

But go up to town in the waggon next week: 

A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, *' 

And Regitter's office will get me a place, 

Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a 
friend; | [end : 

Folks ſay, in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an 

Then why ſhou'd not I the ſame maxim purſue, 

And better my fortune, as other girls do ? 


SQ N.. ©. S545 
AFR * 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
1 N vain I ev'ry art eſſay, 
To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away, 
That rankles in my heart: 
Deep in the centre fix'd and bound, 


My efforts but enlarge the wound, 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


S ß Nm . 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


7 H! how ſhall I, in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or form my fault' ring tongue to ſpeak. 
That cruel word, farewel ! 


I Farewel 


( 98.0) . 
Farewel---but know, tho” thus we part, 
My thoughts ean never firay: 
Go where I will my conſtant heart 

Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


„„ ON ou D. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtal, in Love in a Village. 
W AS ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a 
vixen ? _ l what I ſay; 
Zawns! Madge, don't provoke me, but mind 
You've choſe a wiong pariſon, for playing your 
tricks on, 
So pack up your alls and be trudging away : 
You'd better be quiet, 
And not preed a riot; 8 [day ? 
S$'blood ! muſt I Rand prating with you here all 
I've got other matters to mind; | 
Mayhap you may think me an aſs ; 
But to the contrary you'll find : 
A fine piece of work, by the maſs! 


. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 
M Dolly was the faireſt thing, 


Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring; 
And if for ſummer you would ſeek, - 15 
* F'was painted in her eye and check : 
Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful autumn was the type; 
But when my tender tale I told, 
I found her heart, like winter, cold. 
SONG 


( 0. » 


N G CXLYVT. © il 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. bi | 
ONS ! neighbour, ne'er bluſh at a trifle 

| 
ö 
] 


like this ; 
What harm with a fair-one to toy and to kiſs? 
The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 
a WW Wou'd do the fame thing were they in the ſame 
j place. Forks 
d Vo age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
* Jo ſovereign beauty mankind bend the knee : 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe: 
We all love a pretty girl---under the roſe. 


1 8 O N cxxvn. 
Sung by My. Beard, in Love in a Village. 
"HE world is a well-furniſh'd table, 
W here gueſts are promiſcuouſly ſet ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcramble for what we can get. 
My ſimile holds to a tittle; 
Some gorge, while ſome ſcarce have a taſte z 
1g; But if I'm content with a little, 
Enough is as good as a feaſt, 
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Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 


ENCE with cares, complaint, and frown. 
ing; 

Welcome jollity and joy z 
Ev” ry grief in pleaſure drouning , 

Mirth this happy night employ. 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 

Laugh and fing fome good old ſtrain; 
Drink a health to love and beauty, 
N r long in triumph reign! 


8 9 cxLIx. 


Trio. Sung, by Mr. Beard, Miß Brent, and 
_ Wy 5 Hallam, zz Love in a Village. 


Mr. Zeard. . 
\ 7 7 ELI, come, let us hear what the ſwain 
muſt poſſeſs, [ceſs? 


Who may hope at your feet to implore with ſuc - 


Miſs Brent, and Miſs Hallam. 
He muſt be, firſt of all, | | 
Straight, comely, and tall; 
Nez: 25 aukward, nor foollh ; 
BY apiſh, nor muliſn; | 
r yet ſhould his fortune be ſmall. 
Mr. Beard, 
What think'ſt of a Captain! ? 


Miſs Hallam. 
All bluſter and wounds ! 


( 162 } 
| _. Mr. Beard. 
What think'ſt of a Squire? 
x Miſs Brent. 
rn. To be left for his hounds, 

Miſs Brent, and Miſs Hallam. 
The youth who is form'd to my mind, 

Muſt be gentle, obligifig, and kind; 

Of all things in nature, love me, 


Have ſenſe both to ſpeak and to ſee, 
Yet ſometimes be filent and blind. | 
: | Mr. Beard. 5 
Fore George, a moſt rare matrimonial receipt. 
| Trio. Papi, 
Obſerve it, ye fair, in the choice of a mate; 
1d Remember, "tis wedlock determines your fate. 


8 O. N G CL. 
un Sung by Mr. Dunſtal, in Love in a Village. 
1. A Plague of thoſe wenches ! they make ſuch 
| a pother, [will; 
When once they have let'n a man have his 
They're always a whining for ſomething or 
other, . | | d 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage, 
What thof you ſpeak them never ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on : 
You cannot perſuade em, 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 5 
They'll tell you ad rot it done: 
Jr. Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, un- 
| I 3 And 


F $02 } 
And then, to be ſure, Sir, 
There is but ons cure, Sir; 

And all their diſcourie i 18 of marriage. 


EO N 6" CLI. 
Sung by. Mr.! Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
N OW much juperior beauty awes, 
T he. coldeſt boſons find; 
But with relidtleſs force it draws, 
To jenſe aud tweetucls join'd : 
The caiket wusre, to outward ſhow, 
The, workman's art 1s ſeen, 
Is {oubly valu'd, when we know © 
Its holds a gem within. 


2 S OM NDS e LIT. 
Pn by Miſs Brent, 13 Love i IN a Village. 
. 35 Is not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the ſoul convey: 


Minds poſſeſs ſuperior wor th, 
Which chance nor gives, nor takes away. 


Like tlie ſun true merit ſhows, 
By nature warm, by nature bright; 
with inbred flame he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the aid of, bargonsg light. 


8 0 N 8 | CLIH. 

Saug by Mis Brent, in "dk in a Village, 
KEN we ſee a lober languiſn, 

And his truth and honour prove; 

Ah! how jwcet to heal his anguiſß, 
And Pep ay him love for love. 


S. 


SONG 
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Sung by Miſ Brent, in Love in a Vill ge 


HE traveller benighted, , 
And led thrg? weary ways, 
The lamp of day new lighted. 
With joy the dawn ſurveys:  _ 
The riſing proſpect viewing, 
Each look is forward caſt; 
He {miles his courſe purſuing, 


Nor thinks of what! is Fat. ae ON 


$:;Q4,N..G., CLV. 


Sung by. Mi Iſs Hallam, in Love i in a Viusge. 


F ever a fond inclination”. 


Roſe in your boſoin, to rob you of reſt; 


Refle#; with a little compaſſion, 


On the loft pangs which prevail din my breaſt, 


Oh! where, where would you fly me ?” 
Can you deny me, thus torn, and diſtreſt? 
Think, when my lover was by me, 


Would I, how could I, refuſe his requeſt? 


Kneeling before you, 
Let me implore you: 
Look on me, uneins. dying. 
Ah! is there no language can move ? 
If I have been too complying, 


Hard was the conflict twixt duty and love. 
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Sung by Miſs Wright, zz. The Royal Shepherd. 
OWS of love ſhould ever bine 
Men who are to honour. true; 


They muſt have a ſavage mind, 
Who refuſe the fair their due. 


Scorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conſtancy do ſwerve; .. 

So may ev'ry nymph agree ay 
All ſach faithleſs ſwains to ſerve; 
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ee een. 
Sung by Miſs Wright, at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. 
= if Mithact Arne. 
\ le g Molly, who lives at the foot of the 
| hill hs 5 
And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 
Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, *' 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev*ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the 
grove, 

In thoughtleſs retirement, notdreaming of love, 

I chanc'd' to eſpy the gay —_— I declare j 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 

By a murmuring brook, by a green moſly bed, 

A chaplet compoſing, the fair one. was laid: 

Surpr1z'd and tranſported, I could not forbear, 

With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


That 


3 \'F 
That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart: 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid, 
was my care N 4 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 


When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh” d, and complain' d 

I was rude, I.trude: 
And begg'd of all things that I would not in- 
Lanſwer'd, IL cou'd not tell how I came there, 
But laid all the blame on her delicate air; 


Said her heart was the prize which'T ſought to 

obtain, [pain. 
And hop'd ſhe would grant it to eaſe my fond 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray r, 
But fir d all my ſoul with her. delicate air. 


A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuĩit; 

But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: 

Then tell me, ye aint, WhO Dave conquer d 
the fair, 5 el 

How to win the dear Laß with the delicate: air. 


1401 EI Os; 
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D UETT 0. Sung by Mr. Tenducci, and Mz ifs 
Brent, in the Englith Opera of Artaxerxes. 
1 Set by dr. Arne. 
AIR Aurora, prithee ſtay; 

O retard unwelcome day; 4 

” Think what anguiſh rends my breaſt, — 
Thus careſſing, thus careſt, Ons 
From the idol of my heart uw 
a Fore'd at thy approvch to parr. 
548 a | SONG 
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Sung by Mr. Tenducci, in Artaxerxes. 
KX7ATER, parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the r fount may flee, 
Dr thro' fertile valleys glide. 2 
Thaugh, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, - 
Thro? the land tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native home. 


| 8.0 Nes K... 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 

EHOLD on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand _. 

Thy father's troubled image ſtand! 

In his face what grief profound! 

See, he rolls his haggard eyes ! 

Hark! Revenge, revenge!” he cries, - 
And points to his ſtill-bleeding wound, 

Obey the call, revenge his death, - 

And calm his ſoul that gave thee breath, _ 


A 


$8 ON: GALA. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Artaxerxes. 
T HY father,!=away I renounce the ſoft 
claim, Tons 1 - +, [fame! 
Thou ſpot to my honour ! thou blaſt to my 
Let juſtice the traitor to puniſument bring; 
His father he loſt when he murder'd his King. 

MO 2 a e SONG 
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8 O N CIRIF 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Artaxerxes. 
Much-lov'd ſon! if death 

Has ſtoPn thy vital breath, 
I'll ſhare thy hapleſs fate 
But ere the dag ger drinks my blood, 
A murther'd king at Lethe's flood 
The tidings {hall relate 


8. 0 N O Cini. 
Sung by Mr. Squibb, in Artaxerxes. 


AIR Semira, lovely maid, 
Ceaſe, in pity, to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd, but conſtant heart; 

Full ſufficient are the woes, 
Which my cruel ſtars impoſe ; | 
Heav'n, alas! has done its part, 


8 O NG. CLXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Squibb, in Artaxerxes. 


1 N infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one: 
O! clear him then from this offence ; 

Thy love, thy duty, prove | 
Reſtore him with that innocence 
Which firft inſpir'd my love. 


SONG 
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$:0;N 6 ev. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Artaxerxes. 
HEN real joy we miſs, 
Tis ſome degree of bliſs, 
To reap. ideal pleaſure, | 
And dream of hidden treaſure. © 


The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars ; 
The ſailor in his ſleep 

With ſafety ploughs the deep; 


So I, through fancy's aid, 
Enjoy my heav'nly maid, 
And, bleſt with thee and love, 
Am greater far than Jove. 


S CLAVL:; 7. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Artaxerxes. 


O ſigh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain, 


j 


Contented my with to enjoy : 


I ſcorn to reflect 
On a lady's neglect, 


| Or barter my peace for a toy. 


In love, as in war, 
L laugh at a ſcar; 


And if my proud enemy yield, 


The joy that remains, 
Is to lead her in chains, 
And glean the rich ſpoils of the field. 


SONG 
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S ON G CLxvit. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Artaterxes. 


O Let the danger of a ſon 
Excite vindictive ire; 
The proſpect of a kingdom won 
Should light ambition's fire, 


To wounded'minds revenge is balm, - | 
With vigour they engage, 

And facrifice a pleaſing calm 
To a more pleaſing rage. 


S O N G CLXvnr 
Sung by Mrs. Baker, in Artaxerxes. 


OW hard is my fate,; +...» 
How deſp'rate my ſtate, . 
When honour and virtue excite, © 
To ſuffer diftr _ .- 
Contented to bleſs Ea 
The object in whom I delight! 


Yet, midſt all the woes 
My ſoul undergoes 
Thro' virtue's too rigid decree, 
I'll ſcorn to complain, 
If the force of his pain | 
Awaken his pity for me. is 


— — 
Too IT — ——— — — — 
— 
* * * 92 : oak r 
e 1. ˙¹ĩ oattas , 


F 


N „ n 
rr 


_ 


{ 2x0 ) 


S ON G CLXIX. 


Sung by Miſs Brent, ia Artaxerxes. 
FF o'er the cruel tyrant, Love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd. % 


Ferbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create ; 
What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 


| Which, ah ! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a traitor's part. 


ae CLXX. 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Artaxerxes. 


M NS TER, away! 
1 From chearful day, 


To the gloomy deſert fly; 
Paths explore : 
Where lions roar, 4 

And devouring tigers lie. . 
Tho” for food 
They wade in blood, 

All to iave their young agree; 
Ev'ry creature, 
Fierce by nature, 

"Harmleſs is, compar'd to thee. 
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Ss ON G Cixxr © 


Sung by Miſs Brent, in Artaxerxes. 
| But not rage thy boſom firing, 


Pity's ſofter claim remove : 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt; 

Nor with rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th* oppreſt. 


Let not rage thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
Heav'n, that ev'ry Joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend 5 
J, alas! at once have loſt | 
Father, brother, lover, friend! 


Let not rage, Shy boſom firing, 
aity's ſofter claim remove: 

5p heart that's juſt expiring, 
orc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


S O N G CLXXIL 


Sung by Miſs Brent, in Artaxerxes. 

H E ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, 

1 Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield ; 
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But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
. dares again the field. 


8-0. $6 CLIXUL 


The SHEPHERD and CUPID. 


"© WAS early on a holiday, 

A harmleſs ſhepherd chanc'd to ſtray, 
And wandering near a cryital brook, 

He fat him down to bait his hook; _ 
Thus ſaid the ſhepherd, free from care, 

ce If I agudgeon ſhould enſnare, 

ce Or any of the ſcaly fry, 

« I'd envy none beneath the ſky.” 


His ſport was harmleſs as his mind; 
Upon his hand his head reclin'd ; 

And, liſt'ning to the wood- lark's note, 
He watch'd the motion of his float: 

It ſcarce obtain'd a fingle ſwim, - 
Ere Cupid round the ſwain did ſkim 
With feather*d wings, extended wide, 
And ſettled by the ſhepherd's fide. 


The ſwain had heard of bows, and da 
And Cupid's ſnares, that torture hearts 
Became uneaſy at the fi ight, 

But artfully conceal'd his fright; 

« prithee, Cupid, tell, I pray, 

« What brought thee out ſo ſoon to- day * 
© In truth, ſaid he, my ſport's like thine; 5 


I bither came to wet my line.“ 
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« If that be true, thou pretty boy, 

Then leave with me that glitt'ring toy; 
« I mean the arrow in thy hand; 

« Then equally we'll ſhare our ſtand.” 

« Shepherd, I'll give thee any thing; 
Pray take with it my bow and ſtring.” 
The ſwain ſecure his cheek did ſtroke, 
And, ſlily, Cupid's arrow broke, 


But lo! an angel's voice he heard, 

And ſoon an angel's form appear'd, 
With eyes ſo bright as Poets ſayy, 
Should Phoabus ſleep, might rule the day: 
The ſhepherd liſten'd to her ſong; 

I fear the ſhepherd gaz'd too long: 

For as her eyes their beams withdrew, 


Her fatal looks the ſhepherd flew. 


At firſt he felt uncommon ſmart, 

And fear'd the boy conceal d a dart: 
Then faintly turning, Child,“ ſaid he, 
« This evil arrow comes from thee.“ 
*O! ſhepherd it4s no ſuch thing 
* Thou had'ſt my arrow, bow, and firing : 
But now I gueſs for whom you ſmart ; 
Ihe mph you ſaw has pierc'd your heart.“ 


S O N G CLXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Mr. Howard. 


The Words by Paul Whitehead, Eq; Poet-Laureat. 


RECITATIVE. 


| WEE Bacchus, jolly god, invites - 
If To revel in his ev'ning rites, 
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In vain his altar I ſurround, 

_ Tho” with Burgundian incenſe crown d: 
No charms has wine without the laſs ; 
Tis love gives reliſh to the glaſs. 


AIR. 


While all around, with jocund glee, 
In brimmers toaſt their fav'rite ſhe, 
Tho? ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart ſtill whiſpers Chloe's name: 
And thus with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health. 


S Q.N G CLXXV. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Royal Chace. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


H““ Hong we find the gay ſports of the 
eld! 
While thro' the vales we're bounding, 
Ihe hills our cries reſounding, 
The muſical chace all its pleaſure does yield, 


How eee the pauſe when the ſtag ſtood at 
ha 
But when his flight renewing, 
Again we were purſuing, , 
Till we crown'd with ſucceſs the ſport of U the day. 
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S ON G clXXVI. 
The RE C ANT AT ION. 


4 favourite Canrara, Sung by ige Brent, at 
Ranelagh, Set by Dr. Arne. 


RECITATIVE. 
HE kind appointment Celia made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r; 
There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 
Beyond the promis'd hour: | 
No longer able to contain 
This anxious expectation, | 
With rage he ſought tallay his pain, 
And vented thus his paſſion, 
| AIR. 
To all the ſex deceitful 
A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ungrateful 
As long as men prove true. 
The pains they give are many, 
4 And, oh! too mages bear; 
he joys they give —if any, 
Fo. — and inſincere. 
RECITATIVE. | 
Now Celia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reached the calm retreat ; 
With modeſt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 
And chid her tardy feet. 
The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
His joy could not reftrain, 
But, as each tender thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. . 


AIR. 
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AIR. 


How engaging, how endearing, 


Is a lover's pain and care! 


And what joy the nymph's appearing 


After abſence or deſpair ! 
Women wife increaſe deſiring 

By contriving kind delays ; 
And, advancing or retiring, 


All they mean is—more to pleaſe. 


SON G CLXXVIL. 


New ſet by Mr. Jackſon. 


Y days have been ſo wondrous free, 
j 


The little birds that fly, 


With careleſs eaſe from tree to tree, 


Were but as bleſt as I. 
Aſk-gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their ſtream; 
Or aſk the gentle gales, if cer 
J lent a ſigh to them. 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught; 

The tender chains of ſoft deſire 
Are fixt upon my thought: 

An eager hope, within my breaſt, 
Does ev'ry doubt controul, 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The fav'rite of my ſoul, 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 

Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
Ye clole retreats of love 


With 


( 27 )) 

With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign! _ 

O! teach a young, unpractis d beart, 
To make her ever mine 


nnn 


'Tis true, the — in my e 
Is mixt with ſoft diſtreſs; 

Yet, while the Fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh. it leſs. | 


But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
And flights my well-meant love; 

Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 
A pain ſhe won't remove; 

Farewel, ye birds, ye lonely pines, 
Adieu to groans and ſighs; 

I' leave my paſſion to the winds 
Love, unreturn'd, ſoon dies. 


S ON G. CLXXVII. 
Set by Mr. Jackſon. 


1 E heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my love and me; 

My longing eyes may hope, at laſt, 

Their only wiſh to ſe:: 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long ? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on 2885 tongue? 


Will 
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Will you in ev'ry look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 

And beal each idle, anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame? 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we mall ſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between, 

Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 

If I am doom d at length to find, 
That you've forgot to love: 

All ILof Venus aſk, is this, 

No more to let us join.; ; 

But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 
To die, and think you mine. 


8s © N G CLxxIX. 
MAY, che MOTHER of LOVE, 
Set by Mr. Long, 
HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
1 Attends to the villager's vows, 
The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs, 
On Ida. books Venus may reign, — 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May, as the Mother of Love. 


From the weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine : * 
Bas | 5 


„ ( 119--) 
The pinks-by the rivulet's ſide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 


Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 


For May is the Mother of Love, 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters 1n bridal array 


If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 


Their muſic is taught them by May + 
The ſtock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ve virgins, be ſportive and gay; 

Got your pipes, oh ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May : 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 

Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


S O N G CLXXX. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 
| as the nymph til} avoid, and be deaf te 


the ſwain, | 
Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain: 
For his rage, not his loye, in his frenzy is 

ſhown ; * [blown. 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon over- 


But 


. (120) - 
But the ſhepherd, - whom Cupid has pierc'd to 


the heart, | 

Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart; 

Or, in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom-felt 
woe, witty 25 2 5.5. 3: FW 

Like the ſmooth-gliging current of rivers, will 


Tho' ſilent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway ina tribute of ſighs: 
But when he accoſts you, in meadow or grove, 
His tale is fo tender—he cooes like the dove. 


S GN 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. ; 
«© Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. l 


O Give me that ſocial delight, 
Which none but true lovers receive, 
When Luna bedecks the ſtill night, 

And glances her ſmiles on the eve; 
When to the fair meadows we go, 
Where peace and contentment retire ; 
Or down the ſmooth current we row, 
In time with the flutes and the lyre. 


By nature theſe pictures are drawn : 
How ſweet is each landſchape diſpos'd ! 
The proſpect extends to the lawn, 
Or by the tall beeches is clos'd. 
Come, Strephon, attend to the ſcene; 
The clouds are all vaniſh'd above; 
The objects around rene, 
As modell'd to muſic: and love. 


SONG 


) 


S O N G CLXXXII. 
The IDES of MAY. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


HF proſpe@ clear'd, around is heard 
The muſic of the hive ; 
The bloſſoms blow, the ſpirits flow, 
And nature's all alive : 
In ev'ry grove the work 1s love, 
The word is, “Sing and play ;'* 
From eve to morn the ſages warn, 
« Ye maids, beware of May!“ 


Each lively ſcheme, each am'rous theme, 
Our nymphs and poets chuſe; 

The dance delights, the ſong i invites, 
As mirth provokes the muſe: 

The war's no more, our chief's come o' er; 
Again the grave ones ſay, 

« Where'er ye tread, temptation's ſpread ; 
« Beware the Ides of May ”g 


| 8 O N 8 CLXXXIIF. 
Sung by Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Signor Giardini. 
N T on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which no real joysmpart; | 


Nor on heaps of ſor ſid treaſure, 
Did I * my youthful heart. 


L »Twas 


( (1997) 


"Twas not Chloe's perfect feature, 
Did the fickle wand'rer bind); 

Nor her form, the boaſt of nature ; 
Twas alone her ſpotleſs mind. 

Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 

Which no real joys impart, 

Nor on heaps of ſordid. treaſure, 

Did I fix my youthful heart. 


Take, ye ſwajns, the real bleſſing, 
That will joys for life enſure ; 

The virtuous mind alone poſſeſſing, 

Will your laſting bliſs ſecure. 


Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which no real joys impart, 

Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure, 

Did I fix my youthful heart. 


$ ON G CLXXXIV. 
A favourite Cax rar A. Sung by Mis Brent, 
| at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne, 1 


| _ RECITATIVE. 
Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
At length the god of wine addreſt, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaſt, 


ATR; 
Vouchſaſe, O pow'r, thy healing aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel maid ; 
Thy juices take the lover's part, _ 
Fluſh his wan looks, and chear his heart. 


RECITATiVE, 


( 123 ) 
RECITATIVE.... 
To Ned thus the lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly god reply d: 
AITK ....: 
Give whining o'er, be briſł and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away: 
With dauntleſs mien approach the fair; 
The way to conquer is---to dare. 
RECITATIVE:; | 
The ſwain purſued the god's advice, 
The r was now no longer nice. 
» n 
She mil d, and ſpoke the ſexs mind 
When you grow daring, we grow kind ; 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us tyrants by their fear. 


SON GG CLIXXY.. 
DAMON and F LORELLA. A. elne 8 
Surg in the Sorcerer. 1 
(511 ( 99] GP 
As r, my love, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambkins-play/;. ' 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May: 
Like the, ſparrow and the dove, | 
1 the voice of love. | 
| Se. l 
Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, | 
And thy ſoit perſuaſive tongue 


2 held me in tha dale: non 
L 2 Take 


( 124 ) 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give; 
He. 

Not the verdure of the grove, 

Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, 
Nor the meads where lovers rove, 

Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by. 

She. 


Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the bank with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather*d ſongſters all, | | 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight FloreMla's ear, | 
If her Damon is not near. . 
| - >a =» -/ - . 
Let us love, and let us live 
Like the chearful feaſon gay: 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to.the voice of love. 


S O N G CLXXXVI. 
SOMETHING NE W. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by My. Samuel Howard. \ 
N all ebe promiſcuous race, 95 


1 The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wondrous to purſue z 


And ſo is honour too: 


The papers of the day imply, i 
No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for Something New. , 


We ſee alike the woeful dearth 
In melancholy, or in mirth; 
What then ſhall ladies do? 

Scek virtue as th' immortal prize; 

In fine, be honeſt, and be wile, 
For that is Something New. 


S ON G CLXXXVIL. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


\ HERE ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter ? 
In what ſecret grove or cave? 

dighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, | 

From the young, the ge, the brave. 


(( 125: ) 


And, both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, Cit, and clown, 
Sollicit Something New. 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 
And what is ready-made they make; 
Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ſhall we find a road, 
Thro' diſſertation, ſong, or ode, 
To give you Something New ? 


They ſay virginity is ſcarce 
As any thing in proſe or verſe, 


3 


) 


Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 

Still ſhe longs and ſtill ſhe burns: 

Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's archer, 
Whereſoe'er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
(If diſcretion guide us not) 841 

Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot: 

Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer, 

Now ſome ſubtle mean invader 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mammas miſtake, 

Stinting flame by bating fewel, 
Always careful and awake. 

Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns ; 

Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


S ON G CLXXXVIIL 
The CASUIST. 
Sung by Miſt Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


5 RECITATIVE. 
XK 7 HICH is beſt, ye Caſuiſts ſay, 
a To be grave, or to be gay? 
Still to weep, and never ſmile, 
(im the Penſerofo ftile,) 


| ( 7 ) 

To fit moping like a nun; 

Or to Fri it in the fon, 

Where the ſcenes of mirth are play'd 
And the glad appointments made ? 


A I R. 

If the maid avoid exceſs, 

Better ſing, and dance, and dreſs, 
And — 4 the calls of youth, 
While ſhe ſorteits not her truth: 
Rigour and ſevere demean 

Are not decent at ſixteen; 

And the character is loſt, 

Study d at good-nature's coſt. 

She that meditates the moſt, 

Is not always virtue's boaſt; 

Non the ſilent and demure, 
Always peaceable and pure; 
While the lively, briſk, and ſmart, 
Have more innocence at heart, 
With a little lefs to dread 4 
From the miſchief in their head. 
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S ON G CEXXXIX. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


Like the man whoſe foaring ſoul 
Is gen'rous and refin'd, | 
Whoſe paſſions a& beneath controul, 
With love and honour join d. 
The oak, by woodbines on the plain 
Encompaſs'd and careſs'd, 
Is not more ſtedfaft in its reign, 
Nor is more ſweetly dreſs- d. 
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The frothy ſons of vice and ſhow, 
Like ſhadows, and like noiſe, 

Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 
That ſober ſenſe enjoys; 

But pure and conſtant love endears, 
And feaſts both ear and ſight, 

While ev'ry thing that virtue fears 
Can give no true delight. | 


SO N G eu. 
The B RID AL DAY; A CAN TATA. 
Sung by Miß Smith, at Marybon-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


RECITATIVE. 
E ſwains, who reap the ripen'd corn, 
And with ſoft muſic hail the morn, 
Your ſickles lay aſide: 


Hence, labour's preſſive hand away; 


In rural paſtime ſpend the day, 
To charm the new- made bride. 


AIX. 
With roſes deck the jeſs' mine bow'rs; 
Beſtrew the verdant mead with flow'rs, 
That Phcebe paſs along; 
Hark, hark; the feather'd race, on wing, 
To love's ſoft impulſe warbling ſing 


Their ſoft melodious ſong. e if 


RECITATIVE. 
Then fill, ye ſwains, the rural reed; 
Let art with nature vie; 
Nor let the ſhrill-ton'd lark impede 
Your partial harmony. A TK 


( 129 ) 


; AIR 
Whilſt blith as May morning, 
When nature looks charming, 
The damſels ſhall dance on the green, 
'Tis with beauty replete, 
The fair Phoebe we greet, 
And hail her our Paſtoral Queen, 


S8 ONO CxXcl. 
Sang by Mr. Lowe, Miſs Catley, Miſs Miles, and 
Miſs Smith, on the opening of Marybon- 
Gardens. Set by Mr, Yates. 


Mr. Lowe. © 
'OW the ſummer advances, and pleaſure 
removes [the groves, 


From the ſmoke of the town to the fields and 
Permit me to hope that your favour again 
May ſmile, as before, on this once happy plain. 
| Miſs Catley, 

Tho” here no rotunda expands the wide dome, 
No canal on its borders invite ye to roam; 

Yet nature ſome bleſſings has ſcatter*d around, 
And means to improve may hereafter be found. 


| Miſs Miles. | | 
On ſpots as uncouth, from foundations as mean, 
Some ſtructures ſtupendous exalted have been: 
Hence ſtarted Vauxhall, and thus Ranelagh grew 
From radeneſs to grandeur, ſupported by you. 


: Miſs Smith. . 
The barreneſt heath may by art be improv' d; 
It has rivers diverted, and mountains remov'd: 


( 380 } 
Do you, then, the ſunſhire of favour diſplay, 
And culture hall ſoon the glad ſummons ebey, 


| Chorus. | 5 
Mean while, ev'ry effort to pleaſe you we'll try; 


Good muſic, good wine, with eachother ſhall vie: 


To gain your eſtèem's the full ſcope of our plan, 
And we'll ſtrive to deſerve it as well as we can. 


„ „ +. i n+ =! OY 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
| Set by Dr. Boyce. ; 
bs ar G Phillis one morning a maying 
would go; | [and fro, 
When ſaunt'ring among the ſweet meads to 


In vain did the cowllips her fair hand invite, 
Nor daiſies nor daffodils gave hex delight :. 


Her heart with the throbbings of paſſion did 


move ; [ love. 


Each bird on the 6 pray could have told her twas 


At length ſhe grew weary, and ſat by a brook, 


Where Strephon, the ſhepherd, was baiting his 
hook: [plain; 


Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her com- 

His heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft pain; 

The ſwain had led many a laſs to the grove, 

And he (wicked rogue!) thought that Phillis 
wou'd love. 


Howe'er, as her mind was by innocence dreſt, 


*I was plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her. 


brealt ; 


Her 


_ was ot ws 


ww 


(©. 17.) 
Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 
Which Strephon perceiv'd, and began to adare; 
He knelt at her feet with a garland he wove, 
And Phillis conſented to make him her love, 


S' O N G Nell. 
A *fawourite SONG, ſung at Ranelagh, 
OW the woodland choiriſts fing, | 
Beauty takes her radiant ſphere 
Love adorns the ſmiling ſpring, 
Love and beauty gd the year: 
Seize the minutes as they fly, 
Jocunt] hours and feitive round 
Innocence, with virgin eye, | 
Comes with rural chaplets crown'd, 


Awful virtue keeps her ſtate 

In the cot or on the throne ; 
Liberty enjoys her mate, 

As fair honour holds the zone: 
Love and beauty, on the wing, 

Sweep the globe, and conquer all; 
Poet, hero, ſage, and king, 

At their ſhrine ſubmiſſive fall. 


Where ſhould honour love to dwell, 


But in freedom's happy ile ? 
Virtue here enjoys a cell 
More than in a tyrant's ſinile: 
Where ſhould beauty fix her reign, 
But on love that pow'r defies ? 
Innocence ſhall crown the ſcene, 
Where ambition droops and dies. 
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s ON G cxalv. 
A favourite SONG, ſung by Mi Brent, at 
Ranelagh. 
1 gaudy tulip ſwells with pride 
And rears its beauties to the ſun, 
With heav*n-born tints of Iris* bow; 
While low the vi'let ſprings beſide, 
As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe. 


Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 
That from the tulip can ariſe, 
When parted from its glowing bed: 


While hid, the vilet charms the more, 


Like incenſe i in its native ſkies, 
When cropt to grace the Ts bid, 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wrought in nature's various robe: 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives, 
Your virgin dignity o'er- pow rs 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe: 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. 


ö. 
Sung by Miſs Plenius, at Marybon-Gardens. 


1 Met young Damon t' other day; 


And, near me as he drew, 
No ſwain methought, e*er look'd ſo gay; 
Upon my word tis true. 


With ardent bliſs my lips he preſt: 
Pray, what could Phillis do ? 

I frown'd—but only frown'd in jeſt; 
Upon my word *tis true, 


„ 
The ſhepherd ſigh'd, and talk'd of love, 
A theme to me quite new; 2 
Of angels, heav'n, and pow'rs above; 
And vow'd that all was true. 


My boſom throbbꝰd, I knew not why, 
As (till more fond he grew: 
1 liſten'd to his tale with joy 3 
Upon my word *tis true. 


C Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew : 

I ſtrove, but vainly ſtrove to chide; 
Upon my word tis true. 


With bluſhes ſpread, I look*d conſent, 
Felt joys but known to few ; | 
For then I found what Damon meant, 

And all he ſaid was true. | 


S ON G -CXCVI. 


The ORIGIN of ENGLISH LIBERTY. 


Sung ty Mr. Hudſon. The Words by G. A. 
Stevens. 


e r 3 gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial 
feaſt, . 

Large bowls of rich nectar were quafting; _ 
Merry Momus among them was ſat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing :) 

On each in.the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, - 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 
He ſung, repartee'd, and {ome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. | 
M ce Sire! 
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! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 

6c " 2rows'grievouſly tir d of late; [ before, 
e ſays that mankind are much worſe than 
so he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was 

nurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 


Gave his daughter nnn _—_ charge of the . 


world, | 
And ſhe hung it up high i in bis hall. 


Maſs, pleas'd with the pr _ review'd the 
globe round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth; 
Like a di'mond, the whole with an aimolpbere 
bbund, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth : 
With tilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow” d; 
France and. Spain the taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe be- 
ſtow'd, 
And Frezoom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues the left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cherith the root; 

The bloffoms of LIBERTY gan here to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit : | 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty {0 rare, 

O preſerve it as free as twastgiv'n. 
We will while we've breath; ney, -we'll graſp 
it in death, 
Then return it untainted to heav' n. 


SONG 


To 


S O N G CXCVII. 
Set by Mr. Dibden. 


NE ſummer eve, as Nancy fair 
Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 
While ſoaring ſ{ky-larks ſhook the air 
In warbling o'er her head; 
In tender coves the pigeons woo'd ; 
(Love's impulſe all muſt feel) 
She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 
«© While thus I work with rock and reel, 
«So life by time is ſpun ; | 
«And as runs round my ſpinning-wheel, 
« The world.turns up and down: 
“ Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
% While I no changes feel, 
« But get my bread by {weat of brow, 
And turn my ſpinning-wheel. 


t From me let men and women too, 
«© This home-ſpun leſſon learn, 
«© Not mind what other people do, 
But eat the bread they earn: 
ct Tf none were fed, were that to be, 
4 But what deſerv'd a meal, hs 
c Some ladies then, as well as me, 
«© Muſt turn the ſpinning- wheel.“ 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs ftrain, 
When o'er the lawn limp'd gammer Joan, 
And brought home Nancy's ſwain :- 
CT? M 2 6 Come,” 


*. 


( 1. } 


t Come,” cries the dame, Nance, here's thy 
„ Away throw rock and reel ;” [ſpouſe; 

Blyth Nancy with the bonny news | 
O'er-ſet her ſpinning-wheel. 


S O N & © CRONE. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Vauxhall, and by Miſs 
| Plenius, at Marybon-Gardens. 


Set by Mr. Yates. 


FOUNG Strephon, the artleſs, the dan- 
gerous ſwain, 

My love and eſteem has attempted to gain; 
With the ſame wicked arts he fo oft had be- 
' tray'd, 

He thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid : 
But appriz d of his pow'r, of my weakneſs 
aware, | 
T baffled his ſcheme, and avoided the ſnare ; 
For virtue I love, and was taught in my dawn, 
When 1 2 the roſe to beware of the 
thorn. 


His tears I neglected, his oaths I deſpis'd ; 
For his heart by thole tears, by thoſe oaths, he 
diſguis'd :; 9 
What preſents he brought me I choſe to decline, 
(The prodigal bounty of art and deſign:) 
He coax'd, and he flatter'd, but flatter d in vain, 
And practis'd each art, on my weakneſs to gain: 
Protected by prudence, I laugh'd him to ſcorn; 
Tho'I fancy'd the roſe, yet I dreaded the thorn. 


; He 


( 137 ) 

He wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 
What credulous beauties his arts had undone ; 
He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, 
That his heart and thoſe fair ones were victims 

to me: | 
I told him thoſe victims, and faith, I'd deſpiſe, 
And from ſuch examples would learn to be wile ; ; 
That I never would proſtitute virtue to ſcorn, | 
Or ſmell at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn. 


Was the perjur'd betrayer atham'd of his guilt, 

Was his paſſion on virtue, not wantonneſs, built; 

Was his heart as ſincere as his oaths are profane, 

I could fancy (L own I could fancy) the ſwain: 

But pO has taught me tis dang'rous to 
tru ; 

And folly to think he can ever be juſt; 

So I'll ſtifle my flame, and reject him with ſcorn, 

Leſt I graſp at the roſe, and be hurt by the 
thorn, 


S O0 N GM CXCIX. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybon-Gardens. | 
The Words by Mr. Lockman. | 
3 AINST the deſtructive wiles of man, 


Vour hearts, ye fair ones, guard; 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, 
And play a trickſter's card : - | 
With ſtrange delight poor women they light, — 
Amuſe, cajole, belie: 
Hence, girls! beware look ſharp- take care; 


For men are wondrous ſly. 
M 3 That 


8 


6 
That Proteus man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take; | 
His venal foul is all for gold, 
A crocodile, or ſnake. 
See his dire thread! this ſpider ſpread 
To catch the female fly : f 
Hence girls! beware look ſliarp take care; 
For men are wondrous ſly. 5 | 
A porcupine with rage inſpir'd, 
At nymphs he darts his quills ; 
A baſiliſk by frenzy fir'd, 
His glance by poiſon kills: 
With fraudful arts he ſteals their hearts, 
Then throws the baubles by: 
Hence, girls! beware look ſnarp - take care; 
For men are wondrous fly. | 


Was the whole race of men to meet 
In one wide-ſpreading plain, 
Ot conſtancy, of faith, to treat, 
And virtue's ſpotleſs train; 
To find a youth renown'd for truth, 
Whole ages we might try : 
Bence, giils ! beware lock ſharp=take care 


For men are wondrous fly. 


Be. © 8 Jen." aa ©1228 
Sung by Miſs Wright, in The Fairy Tale. 


OU fpotted ſnakes, with double tongue, 
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, 
Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 


Come not near the fairy queen. 
| : Philomel, 
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+ Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby. 
Neither harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come the fairy's pillow nigh, 
So good night with lullaby. 


Weaving ſpiders, come not here; 
Hence, ye long-legg'd ſpinners, hence; 
Beetles black, approach not near; 
Worm, nor/ſnail, do no offence, 
Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet, &c. 


s Oo N G eet. 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in The Jovial Crew. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


N O woman her envy can ſmother, 

Tho' never ſo vain of her charmsz 
If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms. 


New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her power grows leſs ; 

Her poor little heart is ſtill aching 
At fight of another's ſucceſs, 


But nature deſign'd, in love to mankind, 
That different beauties ſhou'd move, 
Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhou'd reign 


Sole monarch in empire of love. 


Then 


(140. ) 
Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
Andleave to your neighbours their due ; 
If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two; 
No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


S ON G Cell. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 
ID me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; 
When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow; 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong 
Nows rolls impetuous on and free, 
Languid and ſlow ſcarce creeps along; 
Then bid me court ſobriety. | 


Nature, who form'd the varied fcene 
Of rage and calm, of froſt and fire, 
Vnerring guide, could only mean, | 
That age ſhou'd reaſon---youth deſire. 
Shall then that rebel, man, preſume 
(Inverting nature's law) to ſeize 
The dues of age in youth's high bloom, 
And join impoſſibilities? | 
No !---let me waſte the frolic May 
In wanton joys and wild exceſs, 
In revel fport, and laughter gay, 
And mirth, and roſy chearfulneſs. 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights, 
And wine, the aid of love, be near: 
All charms me that to joy incites, 
And ev'ry ſhe, that's kind, is fair. 


SONG 


( i } 


S O N G CCIIE, 
4 fawourite SONG, ſung by Mrs. Scott, ia The 
Conſcious Lovers. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
F love's a ſweet paſſion, how ean it torment? 
If bitter, 9 tell nie whence comes my con- 
tent! | n 
Since I * with pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
ain, 5 i 
Or . my fate, ſince I know tis in vain? 
Yet ſo pleafing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds. me and tickles. 
my heart. | | _ 

J graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing dow 
And by paſſionate filence I make my love 
known : [ prove, 
But, oh | how Pm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her 
| ame, | {dare name! 
And our eyes tell each other what neither 
How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are the 

| charms ! 

How delightful embraces! how peaceful: her 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught us on earth, & by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 
yield; | Do [field. 
For 'tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair 


SONG 


farms! 
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SO NG Col. 
Sung by Mr. Dearl, at Ranclagh. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. | 


| O* pleaſure's ſmooth wings, how: old _y 


\ 


ſteals away, 

 Andlove's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray 1 
My days, O ye ſwains l were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn tothe ſtillneſs of night: 
No care found a place in my cottage, or breaſt; 
But health and content all the year was my gueſt. 


"Twas then no fair Phillis my heart cou'd enſiiare 

With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air: 

So kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, 

That 1 gather” d the ſweets, : but | — d of the 
ſmart: 

L toy d for a while, then I ven like a bee; A 

But ſtill all my ſong was, I'll ever be free. 


Twas then ev'ry object freſhraptures did yield: 

If I ſtray'd thro” the garden, or travers d the 
field, _ "Tight: 

Ten thouſand. gay ſcenes were difplay'd to my 

If the-nightingale ſung, I could liſten all night; 

With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the 

+ > ſtreams: 
And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 


But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 
Alas! what a change! and how wretclied am I !. 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade; 
Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all 
fade; 
No 


EE. 5- 

No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 

And the brook o'er the pebbles now @urmurs 
in vain. 


They fay that ſhe's kind, but no Kindneſs 1 ſee; : 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuat ion's ſoft | 

| art, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to. ranſom. my heart; 
To,crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 
Give love to the ny mph, org give eaſe to the ſwain. 


n O. N. cv. 


A fav vourile DUET, and CyORVS,, iz the Oratorio 
*0 off Judas Macchabaeus. 5 
8 the conquering hero comes, © 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums; : 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, | 
Songs of triumph to him ſing- 


See the godlike youth advance, 

breath the flutes and lead the dance; 
Myrtle wreaths and roles twine, -* ** 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


ies ON G CCVT. 


| DUETTO: In the Oradoris of Judas Macchabaeus. 


0 Fear ace | with plenty crown d, 
Come a; thy bleſſings all around; 3 
Let fle ecy flocks the hills adorn, 
And valleys ſmile with wavy corn: 
Let the thrill trumpet ceaſe, nor other ound, 
But nature's t e Lene. the chearful 


-£ nn. 7 * 
ö SONG 
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S O NG CCVIE.. 
A favourite BALL A D, ſung at Vauxhall. 


N? longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 
The merits of wine with the charms of 
che ir; > 
I appeal to the men to determine between 


A tun-belly'd Bacchus, and Beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign ; 

For tho” there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in 
wane : , 

Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſ® beguile ; 

»Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs 
ſmile. | 

Fer beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And, the more behold her, the more I admire! 

But the charms of her temper and mind I adore ; 

"Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no 
more. 


How happy our days when with love we engage 
Tis the tranſport of youth; *tis the comfort of 
age: | 
But what are the joys of the bottle, or bowl? 
Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul ! 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 
The longer I drink, the more thirity am I. 
From this fair confeſſion, tis plain, my good 
friend, | | 2 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 
| Your 


( 19 } 
Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 
But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is 
| dy [ſpring; 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt 
Nay, theStoics muſt ownit—ſhe is the beſt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford'; 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord ; 
But woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man, 

And I'll love the dear ſex—aye, as long as I can. 


S ON G + CCVILL 


STREPHON and PH BE. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


\ b OUNG Strephon long doated on Phoebe 
the fair, 

Whoſe heart of his anguiſh. did ſecretly ſhare ; 

But fearing his paſſion would changeable prove, 

She prudently check'd the ſoft dickates of love. 


The beauties you fancy, the fair one wou'd ſay, 
Arecharms of a moment, and doom'd to decay; 
Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true; 
The bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your beauty, reply'd the fond ſwain z 

Its laſting impreſſion will ever remain: 

Tno' age, like the winter, may blaſt thy fair 
prime, | 

Yet virtue, ſtill blooming, gains vigour by time. 


The a of my eyes with your charms will 

N ecline, 3 
er gaze at a face that is younger than thine ; 
: * N * While 


( we ) 


While this faithful heart, ever true to my vow, 
Preſerves thy dear image, as bright as tis now, 


Then Ro dear Phoebe, each doubt, and each 
3 ear, : 
That make fancy'd evils like real appear; 
The ſwift - flying moments with ardour improve, 
And grant the reward that is due to my love. 
Kind Phoebe aſſenting believ'd the fond youth, 
Who prov'd that his paffion was founded on 
truth; 
And, tho' envious age may her beauty impair, 
Ker virtue and honour will ever be fair, 
. SOM TOES I. - 
DAMON and PHILLIS. 4 Diarocue. 
| Sung at Vauxhall. | 
BEES Damon. | | 
Ot Phillis, ſhame on you, to ferve a ſwain 
| fo ! | [ know, 
Vou promis'd laſt Lammas, you very well 
If Fd ſtay but till Chriſtmas, our hands ſhould 
be join'd; ttt [Kind? 
And 'tis Midſummer now, Phillis, why ſo un- 
Why, why, Phillis, why ſo unkind ? 
. ww ß 
True, Damon, I promis'd---F own it - What 
AN then ? | [men | 
My mind has fince alter*d---how faithleſs are 
ou vow'd to be conſtant, and yet t'otlier day 
You ſwore that young Lucy wasiweetas the May, 
Sweet, ſweet, was ſweet as the May. 
| | Damon. 
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Damon. 2 
When Phillis grew coy, when ſhe left me forlorn, 
And was ſinging te Colin beneath the green 
. heens | | blame, 
Mad, jealous, and fretting, pray, who was to 


If with Lucy l ſtrove to make Phillis the ſame? 


Strove, ſtrove, to make Phillis the ſame ? 
- Phuhis. {1 


Like the bee that goes roving to rifle the ſpring, 
You pip'd to each damſel, to me you would ling : 


T lik'd the ſweet lay, for I thought it ſincere; 
But why does Paſtora ſo oft drop the tear? 
Why, why, ſo oft drop the tear? 


Damon. 


From my heart, let me tell thee, I proudly eſ- 


ſay'd OE 
To conquer each beautiful, inſolent maid : 


The garlands they wreath'd at thy feet are re- 
ſign; d! | {kind p 


This, this, was my pride—then is Phillis un- 


Then, then, then is Phillis unkind? 
| Phils, |. .* iS | 
How frail the diſguiſe a fond lover would try! 


How weak the thin ſnare that the ſoul would 


belie ! | grove, 
Hence, hence, with ſuſpicion! away from the 
And prove at the church that truth waits upon 
loye:; | | 
Proye, prove, truth waits upon love. 


"We 8 ON 


7 


„ Ta 


SD i O0K- 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 


0 means that tender ſigh, my dear? 
Why filent drops that cryſtal tear? 
What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 

Where love and peace delight to reſt? 

What tho' thy Jockey has been ſeen 

With Molly — on the green? 

Twas but an artful trick to prove 

»The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


*Tis true, a noſegay I had dreſt 

To grace the witty Daphne's breaft ; 
But twas at her deſire, to try 

If Damon caſt a jealous eye: | 
Theſe flow'rs will fade-by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter d o'er the lawn ; 

But in thy fragrant boſom lies 

A ſweet perfume that never dies, 


$40 +N+4G5 «COXL." 
COLIN and PHILLIS; à Paſtoral Dialogue. 
Sung by Mr. Beard and Miſs Hallam, ia The 


Arcadian Nuptials. 
| Colin, 
ARK! hark! o'er the plains what glad 
tumults we hear! [pear ! 


How gay all the nymphs and ſhepherds ap- 


With myrtles and roſes new deck'd are the 

| bow'rs, 
And ev'ry buſh bears a garland of flow?rs. 
| Jen 


I can t, for my life, *. it means underſtand; 

There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand; 

Not harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take 
place; (Phillis enters. 

But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe. 


Phillis. 

The truth, honeſt lad? — Why ſurely you now 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and 
| ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the lifter of Corin our lord; 
That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and 

eaſe, [pleaſe ;_ 
All fancies can ſtrike, and all Wat can 
That Corin but praiſe muſt the matter give der; 
You know what he is and I need fay no more. 


Colin. 


Young Thyrſis, too, claims all that honour can 
lend, friend, 


His countrymen's glory, their champion and 
Thoꝰ ſuch flight ee {carce ſpeak his de- 


ſerts; bs hearts. 
And, truſt me, his name is engrav'd.on their 
Philtts. * 
But hence, to the bridal, behold how they, 
throng ! 


Fach ſhepherd conductin g his ſweetheart along: 

T he joyous occaſion all nature inſpires. 

With tender affections and chearful ane 
Duello. I 

Ye pow'rs, that o'er conjugal union ute 

All- gracious look down on the n oom wha 


bride, 
N3 


OE _ 
That beauty, and virtue, and valour may ſhine 
In a race like themſelves, with no end to the 

line: | 
Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro* numerous days; 
And, while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 
Oh! may they hve eaſy as thofe in a cot 


S 0 N COME 


A PaSTORAL SONG, ſung by Mr. Hudſon, at 
Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


We ſhepherd, or nymph of the groves 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, _ 
Since Phoebe no longer is here? 
My flocks, it at random they ſtray, 
What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains ? 
Her hand they were wont to obey ; 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray d 

To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 

Or the river that runs by the mill ? 
There, ſweet by my ſide as ſhe lay, 

And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 

Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 
How oft would I ſpy out a charm, 

Which before had been hid from my view! 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm, | 

My lips to her lips, how they grew! 


How 


| (LIE 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laft ! 
Till the hours of retirement and reft, 


W hat pleaſures and pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No changes of place, or of time, 
I felt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the boſom of May ; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk ; 
She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair, and the envy of art : 
There all, that is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the Graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


8 O N G CCXIIL. 
| Sung at Sadler's- Wells. 
\ 4 OUNG Strephon, a ſhepherd, the pride 
, of the plain, jeg 4 
Each day is attempting my kindneſs to gain: 
He takes all occaſions his flame to renew; 
I always reply, that his courting won't do. 
He ſpares no rich preſents to make me more 
| kind, FAR (mind: 
And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of = 
| | I ſay 


( 152 ) 
I ſay I'm engag'd, and I wiſh him to go; 
He aſks me ſo oft, till I rudely ſay No. 


To Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's day, the dear yauth, 
T tell him [ phghted my faith and my truth; 
That wealth cannot peace and contentment 
| beſtow, | | 
And my heart is another's,---ſo beg he will go: 


That love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 
And the heart that is honeſt can never be fold 3 
That I ſigh not for grandeur, but look down 
on ſhow ; | 3 
And to Thyrſis muſt haſten, nor anſwer him No. 


He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 

If his ſuit I prefer not, he inſtantly diess 
He gives me his hand, and would force me to go; 
I pity his ſuff ring, but boldly ſay No. 


T try to avoid him, in hopes of ſweet peace; 

He haunts me each moment to make me ſay Ves: 
But to-morrow, ye fair-ones, with Thyrſis 1 go; 
And truſt me, at church, that I will not ſay No. 


eee. 


N the ſide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 
a free-hearted fellow attends on his mill; 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er 
kis face, | 

And honefty gives e'en to aukwardneſs grace: 
Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a King; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill 

Of liquor home-brew'd, to ſucceſs of the mall 


) 


He makes no nice ſeruples of toll for his trade, 


For that's an exciſe to his indultry paid: 
His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a year: 
He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote; 
At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat: 
He hates your proud placemen ; and, do what 
they will, Imill. 
They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 

And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt; 

That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our 
free trade, 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid: 

He fears the French navy and commerce in- 


creaſe, ſpeace: 
And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have 


Tho' Old Ep land, he knows, may. have ſtrength 
have {kill, 
. To ddt all her manors, and fave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 


Or with the ſtiff plough turns up furrows of 


cla 
His harveſt . crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 
That his country may ever be happy and tree: 
With his hand and his heart to King George 
does he fill. 
May all ** ſouls act the man of the mill ! 


SONG 


$I HO" Chloe's out of faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere; - 
Þ* t 4 * 
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8 7 N 8 CCXV,. 
Sung in The Merchant of Venice, 


0 keep my entle Jefle, : 
What labour would ſeem Her 


Exc toilſome task how eaſy, 


Her love the ſweet reward! 
Her love the ſweet reward! 


The bee, thus uncomplajning, . 
Eſteems no toil ſevere ; 
The ſweet reward obtaining 
Of honey all the year, 
Of cs all the Tear: 


Set by Dr. Boyce. | 


oaſt her in a bumper, 
If all the belles were here. 
What tho' no di'monds ſparkle 
Around her neck and waiſt, 
With ey'ry ſhining virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd. 


In modeſt, plain apparel ; 

No patches, paint, nor airs 
In debt alone to Nature, 

An angel the appears: | 
From gay coquettes, high finiſh” d, 

„N Chloe takes no rules, 


Nor 


7 % $ - 
CY - 
Nor envies them their conqueſts, | 
The hearts of all the fools. - 
Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Such merit as her own ; . 
Ihe graces all poſſeſſing, _ 
Vet knows not ſhe has one: 
Then grant me, gracious heav'n, 
The gifts you moſt approve, 
And Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Will bleſs me with her love. 


0 N G ccxvnl. 


DAMON and SYLVIA. 4 Dialeguts 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
+ Damon. 


22 Sylvia, no longer my paſſion deſpiſe, 


Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beautiful 

5 eie ie 501 
Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beautiful eyes: 
They become not diſdain, but moſt charming 


would prove, Illove, 


If once they were ſoften'd with ſmiles and with 
If once they were ſoften'd with ſmiles and with 
love. 

- Sylvia. | | 
While I with a ſmile can each ſhepherd ſubdue, 
Oh Damon, I muſt not be ſoften'd by you, 

Oh Damon, &Cc. | | | 

Nor tondly give up, in an unguarded hour, 

The pride of us women, unlimited powr, 

The pride, &c, | 4 
e Daunen 


Damon. 
Tho! power, my dear, be to deities giv 'n, 
Yet generous pity's the darling of heav'n, 
Yet generous, &c, 
Oh then be that pity extended to me, 
F'll kneel and acknowledge no o goddeſs but thee, 
I'll kneel, Ke. | 
Sylvia. 
_ Suppoſe to your ſuit I ſhould liſten white, 
And only for pity's fake grant you a ſmile, 
And only, &c. 
Damon. 
Nay ſtop not at that; but your Kindneſs improve, 
And let gentle pity be ripen d to love, | 
And let, We> - 
_ IE | 
Well — ſwain, I'll examine my hav, | 
Andif it be poſſible, orant you a part, 
And if, &c. 
Damon. 
Now that; s like your ſelf, like an angel e ex- 
prefs'd ; Freſt. 
For grant me but part, and I'll ſoon ſteal the 
For, grant, &c. 
: Botb. 
Take heed, ye fair maids, and with caution 
lere | : 
For love's an intruder, and apt to Jecaive, 
Kor love's an intruder, and apt to deceive: 
When once the leaſt part the ſly urchin has. 
gain 'd, 
vou'll ne er be at eaſe till the whole is . d, 
5 oe Il ne'er be at eaſe till the whole is obtain d. 


SONG | 


| n 
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O: FRIENDSHIP. Ser by Mr. Gerard. 


FUE world, my deat Myra, is full of de- 
bre teit, | ul Yes ; 5116 
And Friendſhip's a jewel we feldom can meet 
How iftranze does it ſeem, that in ſearching a- 

round, | 8 | 
This fource of content is ſo rare to be found? 
O, FrienGihip ! thou balm, and rich ſweetner 
of ite; | 
Kind parent ot eaſe, and compoſer of ftrife ; 
Without thee, alas ! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friendy 
On hom we may always with ſafety depend? 
Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And eriefs, when divided, are huth*'d into peace: 
When fortune is {miling, what crowds wil ap- 
. Pear, goat | 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere z 
Yet chan 7 but the proſpect, and point out 
diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


S8 O ο ο N A +CCONIR, 
Sung originally in The Way to Keep Him, by Miſt 
Macklin. Set by Mr. Smith. | 
TTEND, all ye fair, and I' tell yon the art 
To bind ev'ry fancy with eaſe 1:1 your 
chains; | den 
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Te hold, in ſoft fetters, the conjugal heart, 
And banich from Hymen his doubts, and his 
pains. 


When Juno accepted the ceſtus of love, 

She at firſt was but handſome, yet charming 
became; 

It tught her with ſkill, the ſoft paſſions to move, 

To kindle at once, and to keep up the flame. 


4 
*Tis this magic ſecret gives the eyes all their 
fire, [the kiſs; 
Lends the voice melting accent, impaſſions 
Gives the mouth the ſweet ſmiles that awaken 
| defire, ; {bliſs. 
And plants round the fair each incentive to 


Ye fair, take the ceſtus, and practiſe its art; 

The mind unaccompliſh'd, mere features are 
vain 5 {heart, 

Exert your fweet pow'r, you'll conquer each 

And the Loves, Joys, and Graces, will waik 
in your train. 


S096 0 CCA 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


3 to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine; 
Or leave a kiſs but on the cup, 
And I'il not wiſh for wine. 
The thirſt that from the ſoui does ana 
Does aſk a drink divine; 
But might I of Jove's nectar ſip, 
L would not change for thine, 
1 ſent 


( 159") 
I ſent thee late a rofeat wreathe, 
Not fo much hon'ring thee, 
As giving it a hope, that there 
It could not wither'd be: 
But thou thereon didſt only breathe, 
And lent it back tome; 
Since which it blooms, and ſmells, I ſwear, 
Not of 1.ſelf, but thee. | | 
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S8 O N G Cc. Wi 
LOTHARIA. Sz by Dr. Arne. 


V now you ſtrive to charm me, 
Ali ye ſweets of blooming May; 
How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, | 

While Lotharia keeps away ? 


Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ſky; 
Sweeter notes her voice can give me, 
Softer ſunſhine ſills her eye. | 


8G NG: Con. 
YoUNG CoLt'rN. 
Sung by Mrs, Vincent. 


OUNG Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on flow'ry plain, 
Or danc'd upon the lee: 
The wanton kid, in gameſome round, 
That frolicks o'er the flow'ry ground, 
Was not ſo blythe as he. FP 
Q 2 Beneath 


— 
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Beneath the oak, in yon * vale, 
You'd think you heard the nightingale, 
Whence'er he rais'd his voice: 


But, ah! the youth was all decejt; 5 


His vows, his vaths, were all a cheat, 
And choice ſucceeded choice. 


The maidens fung, in willow groves, 

Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd loves 
Here jenny told her woes z 

And Moggy's tears increas'd the br ock, 

Whole cheeks like dying lilies look, 
That once out- bluſh'q the role, 


Unhappy fair, my words believe, 


do ſhall your twain your hopes deceive, 


And leave you to deſpair: 


Fre he diſcloſe his fickle mind, 


Change firſt yourſelves, for, ah ! you 1 and 
Falſe Coins every where. 


S ON G ccxxIII. 


HE BE. A Paſtoral. Set by Dr. Arne. 
HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
And I thought (but it might not be ſo) 
She was ferry ta ſee me depart: 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I could? ſcarcely diſcern, 
And ſo fweetly the bad me adieu, 4 
I thought ſhe had bad me return. 
Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove | had labour'd to rear, 


For whatever I heard her admire, 


j 3 and planted it there. F 
Her 


(161) 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her accents adore, 
Let her (peak, and whatever the ſays, 
I'm ſure itill to love her the more. 


And now, ere I haſte to the plain, 
Come, ſhepherds, and ſing of her lays; 
J could lay down my life for the ſwain 
That would ſing me a ſong in her praiſe x 
While be fings, may the maids in the town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while; 
Nor on him let Hebe once trown, 
Tho” I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his youth, with a figh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well! 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cold boſom of age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 
Such ſoftneſs will rum the ſage... 


I've ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear charms I approve z 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 1 
So ſweet, ſo engaging as love? 
I ſing in a ruſtical way, | 
A ſhepherd, and one of the throng z 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay, 
Go, ſhepherds, and envy my ſong. 


o: 8080 
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S ON G ccxxtv. 


Fung in the Maſque of Alfred. Set by Dr. Arne. 
S calins ſucceed when ſtorms are paſt, 
And ſtill the raging main; 

So love will have its hour at lait, 

And borrow ſweets from pain, | 
No more we'll ſhun the face of day, 

Within theſe ſhades to mourn ; A 
All joys with Alfre.i fled ay, $6 2 

All meet in his return. ; 


S N G CCXXV. 


The LOVELY ROSE, Set by Dr. Arne. 
The Wards taken from Waller. 

O, lovely roſe, tell her that waſtes her 

time and me, | {thee, 

That now ſhe knows, when I reſemble her to 
How ſweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. 

Tell her that's young, and ſhuns to have be? 

graces ſpy'd, [men abide, 

That hadſt chou ſprung in deſerts, where no 
Thou muſt have uncommended dy'd. 

Small is the worth of beauty from the light 


retir'd ; 
Bid her come forth, ſuffer herſelf to be deſir'd, 


And not bluth ſo to be admir'd. 


Then die, that ſhe the common fate of all 
things rare [they ſh re, 


May read in thee, how ſmall a part of time 
1 hat are fo wond'rous ſu eet and fair. 
- SONG 


61630 


S O NG cexxvt. 
Nh Set by Dr. Arne. 


OO. late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my. 
eaſe 

J] ſaw you, I lov'q, and 1 wiſh'd I could pleaſe ; 

Reflection ſtood ill, while I fancy'd your eyes 

Read the language of mine, and reply'd to my 
fighs: | 

Thus Wa cy by hope, I I unheeded went on, 

And judg'd of your heart by the throbs of my 
own : 

Delufive fond hope ſeem'd at laſt to perſuade, 

hat friendſhip, that kindneſs, with love was 
repaid. 


But, alas! all is chang'd, md with anguiſh 1 
find, [thought kind; 
Words and ſooks prove but civil, which once 1 
Idea no longer its ſfuccour will lend, a 
To form the fond lover, or fix the firm friend: 
Then huſh, my poor heart, and no longer com- 
plain, . 
Thy honour, thy virtue, pronounce it is vain; 
Thy tioughts/ jivel] to crimes; drive this love 
from thy breaſt, 
Ferſorm well thy duty, let fate do the reſt. 


$0nG 
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8 O N G ccxxvn. 


The CHARMS of ISABEL, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
AIR is the ſwan, the ermine white, 
And fair the lily of the vale ; 

The moon, reſplendent queen of night, 

And ſnows that drive betore the gale : 
In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 

But fairer is my Iſabel. 


Sweet is the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, | 
And ſweet the morning breath of May ; 
Carnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, | 
And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray : 
In ſweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


Conſtant the poets call the dove, 

And am'rous they the ſparrow call: 
Fond is the ſky-lark of his love, | 
And fond the feather'd lovers all: 
In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 

But fonder I of Iſabel. 


8s ON G ccxxvm. 


The SHEPHERD ESS. Ser by Dr. Arne. 
1 Seek my ſhepherd gone aſtray ; 1855 
He left our cot the other day: 

Tell me, ye gentle nymphs and ſwains, 

Pafs d the dear rebel thro' your plains ? 

Oh! whither, whither, muſt I roam, 

To find and charm the wand'rer home? 
7 , Sports 


— 


Sports he upon the and green, 

Or joys he in the mountain ſcene. ? 
Leads he his flocks along the mead, 

Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade ? 

Oh! teach a wretched nymph the way 
To find her lover gone aſtray. 


To paint, ye : maids, my truant ſwain; 
A manly ſoftneſs. crowns his mien; 
Adonis was not halt ſo fair; 

And when he talks, tis heay'n to hear! 
But oh! the ſopthing poiſon ſhun ; 

To liſten, is to be nadane. 


Hell ſwear no time ſhall quench bis flame 3 

To me the perjur'd {wore the ſame, 

Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 

Who gave my heart an eaſy prize, 

And when he tun'd his Syren-yoice, ) 
Liſten'd, and was undone by choice. 


But ſated now, he ſhuns the kiſs 
He counted once his greateſt bliſs; 


Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 


And pant and die for his return. 
Oh! i vwhither, whither ſhall I rove, ' 
Again to find my ſtraying love? = 


S ON G CCXXIX. 


The WAY to KEEP HIM. 


E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
To captiyate the will; 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf difarm ; ; 
Whaſe frowns at once can kill; 3 
Say, 


— 


(. 6 ) 

Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part ; 

An honeſt verſe, that flous ſincere 
And candid from the heart? 

Great is your pow'r; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 

If, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 
For who's to beauty blind ? | 

But to what end a pris'ner make; 
Unleſs we've firength to bind ? 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often. told in vain; 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 
Gameſteis te little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as fait ; 
Tho* beauty may the charm begin, 
*I 'is ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


Ss ON G ccxxx. 
The MEN will ROMAN CE. 


* enter d my teens, and threw 
play-things aſide, . 
I conceiv'd' myſelf woman, and fit for a bride ; 
By. the men I was flatter' d, my pride to en- 
| hance; * [mance ! 
For the maids will believe and the men will ro- 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond 
excell'd, [beheld ! 


Such a face, and ſuch trefles, ſure ne er were 
+ ; | | That 


(C we } 
That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and 
trance! (romance. 
Ok! the maids will believe, and the men will 


Young Polydore faw me one night at the ball, 
And iwore, tomy charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 
On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance: 
Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will 
| romance. 5 ; 
He conducted me home, when the paſtime was 
o'er, * 213. ere 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty be- 
He ogled and figh'd, as he faw me advance: 
Ah! the maids will believe, -and the men will 
romance. i 04/4867 07+ 26] 
Then day after day IT his company had: 
At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad; 
But my father lov'd money, and would not ad- 


vance, {mance 
And reply'd to my lover, Young men will ro- 


But tho' my papa would not give ns a ſhilling, 

My Polydore fwore he to wed me was willing; 

So to church we both went, and at night hada 
dance, 

And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


$ Q N GG. COEAAL 
CANTATA. Tranſlated from the French 
41 the late Lord Lanidown. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. 


ROLIC and free, for pleaſure born, 
Dull, ſelf denying fools ! ſcorn: 


The 


— * — ̃ ,, , 
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The proffer'd blifs/1 ne'er refuſe, 
*Tis often troubleſome to chuſe- 
Lov'ſt thou, my friend? I love at fight 1 
Drink' thou? this bumper does tnee right x 
At random with the ſtream I flow, 
And play my part, where-e'er I go. 


But, god of fleep, ſince we muſt be 
Oblig'd to give ſome hours to thee 
Invade me not, while the full bowl 
Glows in my cheeks, and warms my foul ! 
Be that the only time to ſnore, | 
When I can laugh, and drink no more: 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 
For I'm in haſte to hve again. 

But, oh ! if melting in my arms, 3 
The nymph belov'd, with all her charms, 
In ſome ſoft dream ſhould then ſurprize, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 
Gentle ſlumber, prithee ſtay ! 

Slowly, ſlowly, bring the day! 

May no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy ! 

Such ſweet deluſion's real joy. 


S O N G CCXXXIL. 
KITTy; or, The FEMALE PHAET ON. 
Set by Dr. Arne, and ſung at Vauxh all. 

The Words by Mr. Prior. 

AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 

And wild as colt untam'd, 


Beſpoke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd; 
| nflam'd 


(. 1694 ) 


Inflam'd with rage and fad reftraint, . 
Which wife mamma ordain'd, 
And ſorely vex' d to play the faint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 
And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 


Muſt lady Jenny friſk about 
And vilit with her couſins ? 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 

What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am fcarce a toaſt? 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? | 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? ; 


Dear, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; 
I'il have my Earl as well as ſhe, . 
Or know the reaſon why. 
Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, | 
. Obtain d the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fre, 
And ſet the world on fire. 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


* 80 8 
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S ON G CCXXXMmM. 
DUETTO, in the Oratorio of Joſeph, 


HAT*s ſweeter than the new-blown 
roſe, 
Or breezes from the new-mown cloſe? - 
What's ſweeter than an April morn, 
Or May-day's ſilver fragrant thorn ? 
What than Arabia's ſpicy grove ? 
Oh! tweeter far the breath of love. 


S DO . 


Sung at Vauxhall. N 


S I went o' er the meadows, no matter the 
day, 

A . met who came tripping that way; 
J was going to fair all io bonny and gay. 
He aſk'd me to let him go with me there; 
No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, I, 
| ſwear ; , 
I'll buy you a fairing to put in your hair. 


You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile, 
We'll reſt, 2 you pleaſe, when we get to yon 

| ile: N 

Tve a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the while. 

To go with him farther I did not much care; 

But ſtill I went on, not ſuſpecting a ſnare 

For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair, 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he cou'd ; 
] threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be Pry 
| For 


m3 © 
For Td not for the world he ſhould dare to be 
17 rude. 4 [year; 
Young Roger had promis'd, and baulk'd me lat 
If he thould do ſo, I would go no more there, 
Tho' J long'd e'er ſo much for a gift from the 
, fair, : | | 
When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be 

ſaid no; [grow : 
He preſs'd my ſoft lips, as if there he would 
( Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you 


go. A 
_ Confounded IT ran, when I found out his ſnare: 
No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will I wear, 
Nor go, while I live, for a gift to the fair, 


S. ON G . CCXAXV. 


The MORNING. A Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


T H E glitt'ring ſun begins to riſe 

On yonder hill, and paints the ſkies 
The lark his warbling matin ſings; 

Each flow'r in all its beauty ſprings; 

The village up, the ſhepherd tries 

His pipe, and to the woodland hies. 


Oh! that on th' enamel'd green 
My Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen, 
Freſher than the roſes bloom, 
Sweeter than the meads perfume. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away, 
To Delia's car the tender notes convey: 


P 2 Ag 


( 172 ) 
As ſome lone turtle his loſt love deplores, 
And with ſhrill echoes fills the ſounding ſhores, 
So I, like him abandan'd and forlorn, 
With ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along: 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong, 
The winds to blow, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love: 


Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Nor balmy ſleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain, 
Nor ſhow”rs to larks, nor {ſunſhine to the bee 
Are half ſo pleaſing as thy fight to me. | 


44 


A TOUCH en the TIMES. 
The Words by james Worſdale, Ei; 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


"NOME liſten, and laugh at the times, 
Since folly was never fo ripe ; 

For ev'ry man laughs at thoſe rhimes 

That give his own follies a wipe: 
We live in a kind of diſguiſe; 

We flatter, we lye, and proteſt 
While each of us artfully tries 

On otizers to faſten the jeſt. 


The virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo'd, 
Returns ev'ry * with diſdain; 

And while by her lover purſu'd, 
Can laugh at his folly and pain: 


* 


But 


E7 


( "q ) 
But when from her innocence won, 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, 
When ſhe finds herſelf loſt and undone, 
He laughs (tho* unjuſt) in his turn. 


The fools, who at law do contend, 
Can laugh at each other's diſtreſs, 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 
Ne'er think how their ſubſtance grows leſs; 
Till bamper'd by tedious expence, 
Altho? to compound they are loth, 
They'll find, when reſtor'd to their ſenſe, 
The lawyers ſit laughing at both. 


But while we perceive it the faſhion 
For each fool to laugh at each other, 
Let us ſtrive, with a gen'rous compaſſion, 
To correct, not conteran, one another. 
We all have ſome follies to hide, 
W hich, known, would diſhonour the beſt, 
And life, when *tis thoroughly try'd, 
Like friendſhip, will ſeem but a jeſt. 


S ON G CCXXXVIL 
Set by Dr, Arne. 


T 7” HEN trees did bud, and fields were 
green, 

And flow'rs were fair to ſee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 

And love laugh'd in her eye; 
Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 

To ſpeak her mind thus free : 
« Gang down the burn, my gentle love, 


„And ſoon I'll follow thee,” | 
| P ; Now 
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( 174 ) 
Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn ſide; 


And Mary was a bonny lats, 


Juſt meet to be a bride ; 

Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her eyes were azure blue, 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
Ard nothing, ſure, unmeet |! 

For, ganging home, I heard them ſay. 
They hk'd a walk fo ſweet : | 


His cheek to her's he fondly laid; 


She crv'd, © Sweet love, be true; 
& And when a wife, as now a maid, 
«© To death III follow you.” 


S O N G CCOXXXVII. 
In the Engliſh Opera of Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 


APPY day ! for ever dear, 

Brighteſt of the circling year; 
Smiles like thine can Freedom charm, 
Glory crown, and Virtue warm. 
Peace comes ſmiling up to thee ; 
Pleas'd, comes onward Liberty; 
Plenty, too, brings up the band, 
Dancing o'er this happy land. 


* 


SONG 


( oy } 
S ON. G CCXXXIX, 
Surg by Miſs Brent, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 
WEET Echo, ſweeteſt nymph that liv'ſt un- 
, een | 
Within thy airy cell, | 
as ſlow meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn nightingale l 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mour neth well; 
Can'ſt thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are ? 
O if you have 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 
Tell me but where, 

7 queen of parley, daughter of the, ſphere; 
So may ſt thou be tranſlated to the (kies, Js 
And give reſounding grace to all heav'n's bar- 

monies. y 


S ON G CCXL. 4 149 
Sung by Mr. Champneſs, in Harlequin's rhvathn. 
Set 2 Dr, Boyce. 0 
Of chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory 1 we 
ſtoer, * W 
To add rden new to this wonderful 7 4 


To honout we call you, not preſs youlike ſlaves; 
For who arg ſo free as we ſons; of the waves? 


: Carus. TER. | 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our 
We always are ready, Gonna ; 


Steady, boys, ſteady '; 


We'll "gt and we'll Ho ho and again. 
A 0 We 


( #16 ) 
We neer ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away: 
If they run, wby we follow, and run them 


aſhore z 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


Heart of oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll frighten our women, and children, and 

beaus; [0'er, 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darknefs get 


Still Britons they?Il find to receive ehem aſhore. 


Heart of oak, &c. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and well ſtill make 
| them ſweat, 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels Gazette: 
Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us 
ſing [king. 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our | ſtateſmen, and 


Heart of oak, &c. 


0 G CCXLI. 
"i 8 SON G, in the Oratorio of Judith, 
Sung by Mi iſs Brent, Set by Dr. Arne. 
7 is beauty's gaudy flow'r, 


Pageant of an idle hour; 

Born juſt to bloom and fade : 

Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, 

Is the pride of human wit; b 
The ſhadow of a ſnade. 


SONG 


( 177 ) 
$8 O N © CEXERE 
Sung by Miſs Pepe, in The Way #p Keep Him. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
E fair married dames, who ſo often de- 


| plore, 

That a lover once bleſs d is 3 lover no wp 

Attend ta my counſel, nor þ 1 uſh to be tayg 

That prudence muſt cheriſh, phat beauty bas 
caught. 15225 

The bloom of your check, and, the glance of 
your eye. 

| Your roſes and lilies, may make the men fight 

But roſes and lilies, and; fighs paſs away, 

And paſſjon will die, as your beauties decay. 

Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite 
guittar; 

Tho? muſic in both, they are both apt to jar: 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch; 

Not handled too 2 . Kop 1 dy on eu 


N much! 
The ſparrow and linnet will "Pea from your 
hand,. | {command.: 


Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill ; 
For hearts, like, your birds, may he tam d to 


your will. 
Be gay and good- bumour'd, complying and 
kind; to your mind 


Turn the ef of your care from your face 
»Tis there that a wife may her conquelts 3 im- 
prove, 


And H yu ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 
SONG 


© 8 ) 


mi oy GUY EURTEN,N 


C AN TA TA. By Mr. Stanley. 
pen Te 1 ee, 
HIL E others barter eaſe for ſtate, 
; And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me, (with roſy chaplets crown'd,) 


Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamel'd ground, 


The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 

Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. 

Already ſee the purple juice 

* —— o'er my clicek diffuſe 

A ſecond youth! — Again, the bow] |, 

With warm deſires inflames my ſoul. 
1 /RECITATIVE.. 

Quickly, ah quickly! muſt I leave 

The joys which wine and beauty give; 

Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 

And mingle with my parent earth, 


Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 


With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate. 


' AIR. 
Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the joys of love and wine: _ 
Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly dance: 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 
Soft delight and gay deſires. 


'$ONG 


6 199 ) 


O RNS 
WorLDLY HaPPINESs in Spite of Pil osorhr. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


curb the will, with vain pretence 
Philoſophy her force employs, 
And tells us, in deſpite of ſenſe, 
That life affords no real joys: 
Such idle whims my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
Tf I prefer my bliſs to your's, Ty 
CTClaſp'd in the arms of her I love. * 


Since you have giv'n deſires to men, 
Deny us not enjoyment free: 
* Muſt I be happy only then, 
When I, alas! ſhall ceaſe to be? 
Such idle whims my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If | prefer my bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love. 


$'O N CCXLV. | 
CANTATA. Sung by Mrs. Scott, at Ranelagh, 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 1 


RECITATIVE. 


8 Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
A Invok'd ſoft muſic's needleſs aid, 
Completely conquer'd by her face, 

Thus gentle Strephon ſmiling ſaid: 


AIX. 


, Cc "86: } 
viizaad lh wr + ; 


Where partial nature may deny 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, 
Let tedious labour toil and try | 
To ſwell the ſong, or form the dance; 
But let your charms alone ſuffice, 
And ti uſt the muſie of your eyes. d 
- . RECLITATIVE; 
Damon, who chanc'd to over-hear, 
Thus ſpoke as he approach'd more near; 
He flatters ; do not truſt the ſwain, 
But liuen to my honeſt ſtrain. 
ee „ N 
Wonders are told of heauty's pow'r, 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful lay; 
Your voice and perſon ey'ry hour. 
| By dozens ſteal our hearts away: 
Then how triflihg is the prize, 
Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes! 


Ah! lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs 
Select the worthieſt ſwain you've won, 


Who, prizing ſound and colour lels, 


_ Admires you for your ſenſe done; 


Then leave all little arts behind, 
And ſtudy to improve the mind. 


$0NG 


6 
S O N cctv. 


LYDIA frem SAPPHO. 4 Cantata, 


Set by Dy. Arne, 


REcITATIVE, accompany'd. 
ENEATH this fad and filent gloom 


I waſte in ſighs my youthful bloom 


But not the ſhades that baniſh day, 
Drive Lydia's brighter form away. 
Her eaſy ſhape, her lovely mien, | 
Th attra&tive fmile of beauty's queen, 
Her ſparkling eyes, her flowing hair, 
A wit ſo ſmart, ſo ſoft an air, 
The ſpightful gods contriv'd for ruin, 
And deck'd her thus for my undoing. 
: ORE DESI pig 
Lovely maid, all charms adornin 
Born to give ſupreme delight, 
Fairer than the roſy morning, 
Or the ſilyer queen of night: + 
- Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me? 
Stay, thou cruel fair one ! ſtay: 
Death attends, ' you deceive me 
Lydia, why ſo far away ? 


RECITATIVE, accompany'd. 
dream, or her unequal'd charms 
Are folded in my rival's arms: _ 

See: ſhe claſps the happy boy. 
8 — 
Lightning blaſt, 

Toxtures rend him, 
Death attend him, 
Ere he taſte the 1 ! 


- j 


RECI= 


*  $  Þþ 
RECITATIVE. 
No—Jet him triumph, let him prize 
Fhe faithleſs wretch whom I deſpiſe, 


AIR. 

Wander, Lydia —ſo will I, 
And to nobler conqueſts fly : : 

| Roving, ranging, 

Ever changing, 

Gay and airy, 

Born to vary, 
Soon the treach'rous fair ſhall ſee 

I can be falſe as well as , 


SONG. ' COXLVIT. | 
Sung by Miſs Wright, in Queen Mab. 


HOU beſt-belov'd offspring of Puck, our 
Nimble, air [dear friend, 
Blithſome 28 airy, | 
Careful Dll thy Reps attend, 
Whether wantonly teazing the clowns of the 
green, [queen 
Or dancing by moonlight with Mab our fair 


The ſons of dull mortals ſnall watch thee in Vail; 
Thou ſtill ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Short and injur'd tread the plain-: 5. 


5 The maids ſhall admire thee as ſoon as thou'rt 


ſeen, green. 
And court thee by moon- light to dance on the 


"Ag | Thow 


ne oo 
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( 183.) 
Thou rival, in ſwiftneſs, to lightning and air, 
lane protect thee, 5 
And direct the: 1 
How t eſcape th' intended ware; J 
And when thou return'ſt thou tale * by our 
queen, 
Whilſt fairies Wo homage to Mab on n th green 


S 0 N G COXLVITE! * 


3 881 


The Roasr BEET of OI D ExdlANx D. 


A CANTATA, taken from a celeb ted Print” of 
the ingenious Mr. Hogarthet: - 


\ FECITATIVSES 
57 WAS at the gate of Calais, 8180 tells, 
| Where ſad deſpair and famine always 
el ng . dwells; 
A meagreFrenchman, Madita re's eook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took 3 
Bending beneath'the wei 4 10 of fam' d Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd, in vain; to dine: 
Good father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy 


Who, whou'h he firſt beheld the greaſy E , 

His benediction on it he beſtow'd : 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

He lick ' d are do >: and thus the kaight « ad- 5 
| e 


— s 2 * 


'Qz 41 K 


(. 184) 


e 
74 lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &. 
Oh rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have'thee, | 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, | 
' And ſwimming i in thy gravy, | 
Nor all 4 country's force combin'd, - 
Should from my fury ſave the. , 


Renee Sir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad 53 
On thee een kings have deign'd to feed, 
-Uriknown to Frenchman's palate: * 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-maigre, frogs; and fallad 1: 
RECITATIVEs 
ap f-ſtary'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean 7 
ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 1 
Like Garrick's 2 Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 
His morning's meſs ſorſook the friendly RE” f 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then 1 in Winker tone declar d his grief. 
A 1:5. | 
; {Foote's Minuet.) 
Ah, II Dieu! vat do I ſee vonder, . 
Dat look fo tempting red and vite? 
Begar it is de roaſt beef from Londre ; 
Ohl grant to me von letel bite. 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel Fate dis boon denies ; 
| In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, + 
* Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


* 


RECI- 


( 85 ) 

ReciTaTIVeE. | 
His fellow-$guard,- of right Hibernian Yay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray, 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled; 
By, honeſt means to gain his daily bread.” 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he 1 * d, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry d. 

AIR. 


7 Ellen a Roon. ) 
Sweet beef, that nowcauſes my 3 to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to oo 
So taking thy fight ö | "Tl 
_ My jc 55 that fo lig ht is, | 
To view thee, by pailfuts Walt out a Te 92 
While here I remain, my life's not worth a 
farthing, A hon Tfarthing, 
While here I remain, my life's not worth 4 
| Ah, hard-hearted Louis! | 

f Why did 1 come to you? 

The gallows, more kind, would have fav me 
from ſtarving. 

| 4 REOCITATIYV E. 
. Upon the ground hard by poor? Sage ae, 
Who fed his noſe; and ſeratch'd his ruddy pate; 
Rut when Old England's bulwark he eſpy d, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas ! was thrown, aſide?- 
With'lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, & thus bewail - his daßen 

ay , IA. 
(The Broom / Conudenkaouns. * | 
f How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, N 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 


. 0 


7 


\ 


9 e 
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O the beef! the bonny beef, 
When roalted nice and brown 3 3 


4 with 1 had a ſlice of thee, | 
How ſweet it would gang down 


Ab; Charley! nad'ſt thou not been ſeen, 
- ©-This'ne'er had happ'd to me; 
I would the de'el had pickꝰd mine ey'n, 
Ere I bad gang'd wi' thee. 
. _ roaſt beef, c. 


REcirTarive. 

But, ſee! my mule to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty focially unite ; 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's. 

throne, f known. 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not 
Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to Nog: (ring, 


AIR. 

As once on a time a young frog, pert a" vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted the ſize he could quickly attain. 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 

And O the Old Engliſhwoaſt beef, 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little fram 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old 
ff dame, $ —_— 
Cry'd, „Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to 
T O the roaſt beef, el a N 
But deaf to advice he for glory did thirſt; 
An effart he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till fwelling and ftraining too hard made him 
O the roaſt Nr Kc. or [burſt, 


Then, 


q 187, 1 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The Ox is Old England; the Frog is Monſieur, 


Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 


O the roaſt beef, &. 
For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
To ſee the Sir - loin ſmeaking hot on our table, 
The French may e' en burſt Ike the frog 3 in the 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, [fable. 


| And 0 the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


8 O N 0 CCXLIX. 
A favourite A I x, ft by Mr. Stanley. 


WW HAT beauteous ſcenes enchant my 


ſight! + 
How cloſely yonder vine 
Does round that elm's ſupporting heig ut 
Her wanton ringlets twine! 
That elm (no more a barren ſhade) 
Is with her cluſters crown d; 
And that fair vine, without his aid, 
Had crept along the ground. 


Let this, my fair one, move thy heart 
Connubial joys ta prove, 

vet mark what age and care impart, 
Nor thoughtleis ruſn on love: 

Know thy own bliſs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy charms, 

The youthful god that rules the year, 
And keeps thy groves from harms. 


While ſome with ſhort liv'd paſſion cite 
His love remains the ſame; 
On him alone thy heart beſtow, 


And crown his conſtant flame: ” 


| 
ö 
[ 
| 


(. 188 ) 
So ſnall no froſt's untimely power 
Deform the blooming ſpring; 805 
80 ſhall thy trees, from hlaſts ſecure, 
Their wonted trivuts bring; a | 


, 


s 0 N _ 


a. 


k rr BLI. "Sang at Ranelagh, | 


HILE beaux to pleaſe the ladies write, 
OF bards, to get a digfier by't,/ 
Their well-feign d paſſions tell, 
Let me in humble verſe proclaim 
My love for her who bears the name * . 
Of charming Kitty Fell. 1 | 
Charming Kitty, lovel prey £991 WO 
Oh-——charming' Kitty my F el. 9 


4 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, af 6 1 
That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung. inal. * 

Alas! I know. full nd n 
T feel, and 1 hall ever feel, 141 tf! 


The dart more ſharp than pointed. ſteel, 


That came from Kitty dell, 


Charming Kitty, Kc. 1 


Of late I hap'd, by reaſon's aid, DOT} 10) 
To cure the wounds which love had: modes n 
And bad a long farewel : | * 
But t' other day ſhe croſsꝰd the en 3 
I {aw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, 1 baf 
My charming Kitty Fell. weir o [0 
Charming Kitty, &c. = 


* - 


( 189 hk 


J aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that way : n 


4 


To church, ſhe cry'd——1 cannot ſay t. : 
; Why, don't you hear the hell ? 
To church—oh! take me with thee there, 
1 pray d: ſhe would not hear my pray r, : 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. ; 
Cruel Kitty, GC. 


And now find 'tis all in vain, 
I live to love, and to complain, | 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell : - 
1 or tho” ſhe caſts a ſcornful eye, 
In death my fault'ring tongue will cry, 
Adieu, dear Kitty FelIrn. 
Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 
Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kitty F ell. 


$..Q.- NG - CEN 2247 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Shepherd's Lottery. Y 
Set by Dr, Boyce. 


T dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
Declar d his fix d paſſion, and dy'd for in 
ſong: [grove, 
He went, one May morning, to meet in the 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs'of 
love : 2 
Mean time in his mind all her chionts he ran 
And doated on each Can a lover do more > ; 


He waited, and waited; then, changing his 
n [dain! 
Tuas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and di- 
The ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 
R the whole courſe of nature was alter” a- 
-, downright : 6: "9 "RR 


of131 


— 
1 
4 


6190) | 
"Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 
But never to change — Can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there; 

No roſe- bud fo tempting, no lily ſo fair: 

He preſs'd her white hand next her lips he 
eſſay d; 

Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the — * 3 

Her kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 

And dear Ar was thought of no more. 


8 O N G CCLI.. 
The NONPAREILLE. 
Set by Dr, Boyce. 


4 255 nymph that 1 lov'd was as chear ful as 
day, -» [May; 
And as ſweet as the ploſſoming hawthorn in. 
Her temper was ſmoedth' as the down on the 
dove, -.55yod „ love: 
And her face was as, fair as the -mother's of 
Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 
And. receives oke odours from flowery beds; . 
Vet warm in, affection as Phoebus at noon, 
And as chaſte as the fiver@hite beams, of on 


19.0] moon. 


Her mind was unſully dias r ſnow, 
And as lively as tints from young Iris his bow; 
As clear as the ſtream and as deep as the flood; 
She, tho? witty, was wile, and tho? beautiful, 
good: | | \[ſore, 
The ſweets that. each virtue, or grace, had in 


o 244 4 


She, RA d as the bee does the bloom of each 


flow'r 
r Which, 


(7. 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O! how happy was T! 
For tho? her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 1. 


..C. 0. N i - CEOLINT | 
O more ye ſwains, no more upbraid 

A youth, by love unhappy made; 
Your rural ſports are all in vain, 
To ſooth my care, or eaſe my pain. 
Nor thade of trees, nor ſweets of flow'rs, 
Can e'er redeem my happy hours; 
When eaſe forſakes the tortur'd mind, 
What pleaſure can a lover find? 


Yet, if again you wiſh to ſee 

Your Damon ſtill reſtor'd and free, 
Go try to move the cruel fair, 
And gain the ſcornful Celia's ear. 
But, oh! forbear with too much art 
To touch that dear relentleſs heart, 
Leſt rivals to my fears ye prove, 
And jealouſy ſucceed to love. 


| S ON nen 
Sung by Mr. Beard, In Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE woodlark whiſtles thro” the grove. 
Tuning the ſweeteſt notes of love 
Jo pleaſe his female on the ſpray; . 
Perch'd by his fide, her little breaſt 
Swells with a lover's joy confeſt, 
To hear, and to reward the lay. 
Come, then, my fair one, let us prove 
From their example how to love: 50 
80 8 ec 8 3 


1 


6 


For thee the early pipe I'll breathe; 
And when my flock return to fold, 
Their ſhepherd to thy boſom hold, 
And crown him with the nuptial wreath, 


J 


* 


8. O NG celv. 
E AL OU S V. Se by Dr. Arne. 


ALOUSY, begone, and leave me, 
From my boſom, ah ! remove: 


While thou ſtay'ſt thou doſt but grieve me; 
Hence, thou foe to ſacred love! 

Whilſt by thee the heart's directed, 
All things double faces wear; 

Chloe, in thy glaſs reflected, i 
Seems as falſe as ſhe is fair. 


Harmleſs looks and flight expreſſions, 
Where love's eye no meaning reads, 
To ſome rival are confeſſions 
Of a heart that for him bleeds. 
Cruel ſpy! that ne'er diſcovers 
What may eaſe the frantic mind, 
Hence! nor blaſt the bliſs of lovers: 
Leave us happy, leave us blind. 


F N G devi. 


A favourite DUETTO, in ibe Serenata Solomon. | 


Set by Dr, Boyce, 7 5 , 
OGETHER let us range the fields 


Impearled with the morning dew, 


Or view the fruit the vineyard yields, 


Or the apple's cluſt ring bough ; 


There, 


( 03.0% 
There, in cloſe-embower”' d\ſhades, . 
Ilmpervious to the noon-tide ray, 
By tinkling rills, on roſy beds, 
We lll love the rien hours away. 


8 0 N G CCLVII. 
EE ” by Mr. Worgan. 
HAT I might not be plagu'd with. the 


nonſenſe of men, 
promis d my mother again and again 
To ſay as ſhe bids me wherever Igo, , | 
And to all that they aſk, or would have, tell 
em No. 


I really believe I have fghtep'd a ſcore : 

The | | want to be with me, I warrant,no more; 
And I own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them ſo; 
Were the ſame thing to do, I On ſhould ſay 
No. 


For a ſhepherd [I like, with more courage & art, 

Won't let me alone, tho? I bid him depart ; 

Such queſtions he puts ſince I anſwer him ſo, 

That he makes me mean Yes, tho' my words 
are ſtill No. 


He alk'd, did I hate him, or think king too 
Plain 3 <8 

(Let me die it he is not a clever young ſwain) 

If he ventur da Kiſs, if 1 from him would go? 


Then he preſs. ;d. my young lips, while Ibluſh'd, 
| 0. 


fig þ 


He aſk'd if my heart to another was gone; 


If . d haye! him to leave mes or ceaſe to love ae | 


. 

Tf I meant my life long to anſwer him ſo; 

I faulter' d, and ſigh'd, and reply d to him, No. 
This morning an end to his courtſhip he made; 
Will Phillis live longer a virgin? he ſaid; | 
If I preſs you to church, will you ſcruple to go? 
In a hearty good-humour I anſwer No, no. 


8. O0 N & MU. 
The GOLD FINC H to CHLOE: 
| RECLIEALIF RL. | 
* Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 
The charms of heav'nly Liberty, 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be free ; | 
His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diftant plain; 
Yet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain, 


ATR. FR. 
Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, | 
Nor wait the flow return of ſpring, | 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell 
1 Than in my Chloe's warmer cell, 
= Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firit was taught ſweet Liberty. 


| Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chear, 
With genial warmth, the drooping year, 
I'Il tell, upon the topmoſt ſpray, _ 
Thy ſweeter notes improv'd mz Tay, 
And in my prifon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth ſweet Liberty. 
, , ">. 1 
Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, 


That kind concern let Strephon thare; 


Slight 


7 6 195) 

Slight are my ſorrows, flight my ills; 

To thoſe which he, poor captive feels, 
ds 


Who kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his Liberty, 
8 N G Corp 
The ENGLISH PAD LOCK. 
Tt Set by Dr. Arne. 
ISS Danae, when fair and young; 
(As Horace has divinely ſung,) 
Could not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of braſs ; 
Tell us, myſterious huſband, tell us 
Why ſo myſterious, why ſo jealous ; 
Can harth reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 
Make thee ſecure, thy wife leſs fair? 
Send her abroad, and let her ſee 
That all this wogd of pageantry, _ 
Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
Is powder,  pocket-glaſs, and beau. 
Be to her virtues ever kind. 
Be to her faults a little blind, 
Let all her ways be unconfin d, 
And clap your Padlock on her mind. 


$ OO N & ectx. 
The LOVER's PETITION. 
Set by Dr. Arne. i "% 
F AIRE R than the op'ning lilies, 
Sweeter than the morning roſe, 
Are the blooming charms of Phillis ; 
EKRicher ſweets 5 ſhe diſcloſe. 
| | 2 


(196 ) 
Long ſecure from Cupid's por, 
Soft repoſe had lull'd my breaſt, 
Till in one ſhort fatal hour, 
She depriv'd\'my ſoul of reſt. 


Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſn, 


From whole ſhafts I dleechand burn! 


Teach, O! teach the maid to — 
Strike fair Phillis in her turn. Re 

From that torment in her breaſt, 
Soon to pity the'll incline, _ 

And, to give her boſom reſt, 
Kindly heal the wound in mine. 


$14 NS COLNE: --> 
Sung by Mi % Brent, at Ranelagh. 
der 5 Pt. Arne. | 


*% yl of miſchief, Tin 135 wos 55 
art. ; 


8 O N G ech. : 
. Surg by Mr. Beard, in the Jovjal Crew, - 
Made love to Kate, 
Pong I ſigh'd for ſhe, 
T il IL heard of lat, 
2 a mind wr _ 0 91. 


11 met 


(197). 
I met her on the green, 
In her beſt array ; 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, 
She ſtole m heart. away. : 
Oh! then we kiſs d an preſs d, were we much 


to blame ? | flame. 
Had you been'in my place, you d have done the 
As I fonder grew, 


She began to prate, 
Quoth ſhe—T'll marry you, 
And you ſhall marry Kate; 
But then I laugh'd and ſwore, 
I lov'd her more than ſo; | 
Ty'd each to a rope's end 
Ils tugging to and fro. 
Again we kiſ'd and preſsd ; were we much to 
blame ? | [ſame. 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, 
She was wondrous ſick, 
Dicky Katy led, 
Katy ſhe led Dick : 
Long we toy'd and play'd 
Under yonder oak, 
Katy loſt the game, 
Tho' ſhe play'd in joke! | 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name; | 
Had you Hauch in my place, ves, have done the 
me. | 


V3.: ;: Foro 
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The COMPARTSON, 8% & Dr. Arne, | 


P. RT ING to death we will compare; 


For ſure, to thoſe who love ſincere. 
So dreadful is the pain; 


Such doubts, ſuch horrors, rend the mind : 


But, oh | when adverſe Fate grows kind, 
How fiveet to meet again!” 


To thoſe try'd-heart, and thaſe alone, 
M ho have the pangs of ablence known, 
The; bliſsful. change is giv'n 7" 
And who—Oh !,,who,, would not . 
The pangs of death, if they were ſure 
- .} To reap the joys of heav n. 
S Oπ ,e G. CCLXIV. ; 
VALENTINE*s-DAY,” Se by Dr, Arne. 
W E N bluſhes dy d the check of morn, 
And dew, drops gliſten'd on the thorn; 
When ſkylarks tun' d their carrols ſweet, 


L 


„ 


Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artſtilly had clos'd again; 


He 


IF 30 
: $ he ory . . 


He ſunkk, Ahe PO in Beauty's trap, 
Like Phdebus into „„ „„ ot iis hn 


And near forgot that his deſigg, 
_ Was but to be her Valentine, ett 


2. $65 49 $43 3+ & 


She, ſtarting,; ery"d—T'am- Union * . cr 
Philander, charming youth, be gone! 75 £ 
For this time, to your vows ſincere, Loma 
Make virtue, not your love appear: 4104 
No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes. wo. 
(Forgive theft mple fond diſghiſe) 3 1p 014 1 
Jo gen'rous thoughts your heart inclines, # 


1711 
44 


And be my faithful Valentine. 92161 c2339Ypol 
The brutal paſſ on ſudden” fled,7 ),, 
Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, © e 


And both agreed, ere ſetting ne l 1 1 
To join two virtuous hearts in one: 

Their beauteaus affspring ſoon MP dye 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 3 
And, from that hour to life's decline, FE. 
She bleſs” d the day of Valentine. 


$ OW G COUXF 27. © FY 
The CAUTION. Set by Dr. u 


HILIRA'S charms poor Damon took ; 
How eager he for billing! 
When, lo! the.n mph the ſwain for ſook, 
To thew her pow'r of killing; 5 i 
In either*eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart; 
He felt it, never doubt "By . 
Cdzcoks ! a man were thro” the Heart, 
Ere he cou'd look about him, 


But 


( 200, ), 
| But mark the end, with ſcythe ſo ſharp 
g Time o'er the forehead ſtruck her; 
Aud all her charms began to warp— - 
| Then ſhe was in a pucker : 
She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her time ſhe paſs'd no better; 
Vet ſtill hatl hopes, ere bad grew worſe, 
Some comely ſwain —— get her. 


Philira, ev'ry lad ſhe meets, 
Now makes an am'rous trial; 
But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats ; 
Each frowns in cold den ill. : 
Coquettes, take warning; change your tune; 
This woeful caſe remember: 
The bedfellow you flight in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December, 


+ 


5 f mel. 
Sung by Mr, Andrews, at Sadler's- Wells. 
Set by Mr. Battiſnill. 


8 RECITATIVE. 
O yonder beech's friendly ſhade 
Repair, my Aura, lovely maid; 
And while our lambkins frolic make, - 
Thy ſhepherd's treaſure ſmiling take. | 
. 
Were to my with thy temples bound, 
How India's gems ſhould blaze around ! 
Yet wiſhes are but idle breath; 
Accept, in lieu, à roſy wreath : 


Had 


( 201 ö 


Had I proud Perkia a at my beck, p 
What gaudy robes my fair ſhould deck! 
But as it is, vouchfafe to wear 
What once enwrapt my fleecy care. 


Of burniſh'd gold, or filver far ie Sn 
Thoſe feet o ige ſhould ſandals Nea Loos 
But all T have to offer x now, 
The hide of Dap, thy fav'rite cow. 

Said Aura — Sandals, robes, and crowns, | 
Are {lender proofs againſt fortune's frowns z 
We've health and eaſe— Is heaven ſcant? - | 
Here, take my hand- we ve all we want. 


SONG, CCLXVIT: 


The Words made to a 1 Scot Alk, in 
the Overture up Thomas and ally. * 


Sung by Miſs Brent, at Ranelagh. Set byDr. Arne. 


O eaſe his heart, and own his Hime, 
Blythe Jocky to young Jenny! came; 
But, tho? ſhe lik d him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turf'd her Spinning-wheel. 


Her milk-white hand he did extol, 

And prais*d” her, fingers long and Amal: 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel, 77 S 
But ftill the turn” her Spinging-wheel. T 


Then round about her ſlender, waiſt, 4; 
He claſp'd his arms, and her C 
Fo kick her hand he 'down d nee fi 8 


But Vet! the tur n'd her Spinning: Mlle, M with 


4 


( 202 ) 


With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe 3 
He bleis'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 

Yet ſtil] the turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


Till, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs d, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly guęſs d; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, - 
And angry turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 
e ſwore he meant her for his bride : 
was then her love ſhe did reveal, 


And flung away her Spinnipg-wheel. 


S O N G cLxvIII. 
I Acis and Galatea. 


L ſounds th? alarm, 
And fear is a Ming; : 
When beauty's the prize, Bl £8. $65 
What mortal fears Hine ? ? 
In defence of my treaſure | 
I'll bleed at each vein ; 
Without ber no pleaſure, 
For life is a pain. x 


8 O N G cLXIX. 
BACC HUS and ARIADNE. 4 Caxrars. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
* RECITATIVE. | 
4 faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on 


board, 


When Ariadne wak'd, and miſe'd her lord: 
Sudden 


( 203 ) 


Sudden the roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 
And ſaw. his veſſel leſs'ning to her view: 
She ſmote_her brealt ; ſhe rav'd, and tore hep 
hair ; 


Then, in ſoft plaints, ſhe vented her deſpair, 


h AER 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds, to blow! 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
Nor waft my love away 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I have ferv'd thee o? 
Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me why 
You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fly? 


RECITATIVE: 
The jolly god who rules the jovial bowl, 
Bacchus, whoſe gifts re-animate the foul, 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's grief, 
And, gently, thus adminiſtred relief. 
AIR. 
Ceaſe, lovely nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off that falling tear; 
Though Theſeus plough the deep, 
Lou've ſtill a lover here: 
I am Bacchus, god of wine, 
God'of revelry and joy; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fill a cup 
Of my choiceſt cordial draught ; ; 
Fill it, man, why fill it up; | | 
"Twill baniſh ev'ry gloowy thought: | 
Fill it higher to the brink : 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink! Rz. 
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RECITATIVE. 
with. foft reluctance the at lat comply d, 


And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply” d; 


The potent draught, with more than magic art, 

Flew thro” her veins, and ſeiz d her yielding 
heart : 

In wine ambroſial all her cares were drown” d, 

And with ſucceſs the jovial god was erown'd: 

While old Silenus, as he reel'd along,” 

Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong. 


AIR. 
Learn hence, ye fond maidens, who droop 28 
who pine, f 
Learn hence, ye fond lovers, the virtue of wine: 
Let the nymph, who's forſaken for one that's 
more fair, Fdeſpair 
Take a comforting glaſs, and *twill drown all 
Andlet the fond youth who would win the coy 
ds maid, 
Inſtead of his Cupid” 8, ſeek Bacchus s aid. 
Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his par! t: : 
Let him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gain 
the heart. 


Ss G N O Peru. 
CELIA. 4 CanTaAT A... Set by Signor 
Paſqualli, and ſung at Ranelagh. 


RERCITATIVE, accompanied. 


H! 'tis Elizium all- in beauty dreſt, 
To Fancy's eye my Celia ſtood confelt: 
Her glance ſpake exftacy : . No more,” the cr ies, 


« No more my love ſmall Wi and waſte in ſighs. 
a 60 Be 


20690 
« Be cheerful, Thyrſis, and again adern 
« With lovely mirth thy ſoul for my return; 
& And then embrace me.” —Oh ! *twas heavn 
| Nee e 


Starting I wake, but find no Celia near. 
, To my lips than nectar ſweeter, 
'Wherelſoe'er I turn my eyes, 
Only thee I view, dear creature; 
Ev'ry other object dies 
Still thy charming form is playing, 
Whether ſoft reclin'd by ſtreams, 
Or thro” ſhining crouds Pm ſtraying, 
When diſſolv'd in pleaſing dreams. 


S Q NG . CCEXSE 
|} Set by Dr. Arne, in Alfred. 
T thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r, 
Preſs. not the gay and ſtately bed ; 
The new-mown hay and breathing flow'r 
A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. 


If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 
Soothe not their taſte with wanton art ; 
They take what Nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a cheerful heart. 
If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 
No high and ſparkling wine can boaſt ; 
With wholeſome. cups they cheer the ſoul, 
And crown them with the village toaſt, - 


8 k 


({ 296 } 
Tf thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd ground, 
Have not the ſplendor of à court; 
Yet love agorns the merry round. 


- - ” 


80 N CCLXXII. 
Sung at Ranelagh. ch? 


A S Colin rang'dearly.one morning in n {pri ing, 
To af the wood's cho: ifters warble and 
in 
Young Phoebe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 
And thus in ſweet melody ſuns the fair maid : 
And thus, Kr. 


Of all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count! 
Was ever poor damſel fo ſadly betray'd, 

To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid? 
To live, &c. 0 


Ye heroes triumphant by land and by ea, 
Sworn vot'ries to love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 
Waillyouſtand by like daltards, & lee me a maid ? 
Will you, &c. 


Ye counſellors ſage, who, with eloquenttongue, 

Can do what you pleaſe, with right and with 
wrong; | 

Can it be or by law, or = equity ſaid, 

That a come]y young girl ought to die an pe 
maid ? 

That a comely, &c. 


'Ye 


OE 2 = 1 8 N 
98 n 1 be. 


e 
Ve learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent ſkill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid. 
Who is lick, &c. * 
Ye fops, I invoke not to lift to my ſong, 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 
Ye ethoes of echo, ye ſhadows of ſhade; 
For if I had you, I might ſtill be a maid. 


For if, &. aer, | | 
Young Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper/drelief, Ike a kind-hearted twain; 
And Phoebe, well pleas'd, is no longer afraid 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


2 * 
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SONG CN, 
Set by Dr. Arne, in Alfred... .. . 
HE ſhepherd's plain life, 
Without guilt; without ſtrife; 
Can only true bleſſings impart : | 
As nature diretdts, © © 
That bliſs he es,; 21:14, 5 1 
From health, and from quiet of heart. 
Voain grandeur and power, 
Thoſe joys of an hour, 
Tho? mortals are toiling to find ; 
Can titles or ſhow 0 
Contentment beſtow ? ? 
All happineſs dwells in the mind. 


8 2 the Behold 


. : '( 208 \ 0 


Behold the gay roſe, 
How lovely it grows, 5 
gecure in the depth, of the vale 10 
7 n oak, that on high 
ſpires to the ſky, 
Both lightning and tempeſts aſſail. 


Du ET To. 
Then let us the ſnare | 
Of, ambition beware, 
That ſourcè of vexation and rt. 1 
| And ſport on the glade, TON 
Or repole in the ſhade, hay 
Wien, health and with quiet of heart. 


4 17" 


8 O N G erer. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. Ser by Mr. Worgan, 


J Fa. Aawhio” ſhine: thro” Britain's iſle, 
us triumph o'er the heart: ; 
For once-attentive be'a while (FF 
To what Ing impart. 
Would ou obtain the youth YOU love 75 
The precepts of a friend approve, :- 
And learn the way to keep . 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 

The bloom of eighteen 9 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 

Then beautyꝰs force appears; 
The youthful. Hood begins to fw, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 


The ſureſt rs to Meer bin. 100 
When 


3 
when firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 

Within the lover's breaſt; 

And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 

Each wiſhing to be bleſt; 

Be not too bold; nor yet too coy, 

With prudence hare the happy boy, 

And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park, or play, 
Aſſlunie a modeſt IN 4 FA Ws 
And, leſt your tongue your mind betray. 
In fewer words confide : 1 
The maid, who thinks to gain a mate 

By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing ner the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 
Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille . 
Your innotence perplex. _ : 
Be always decent as a bride ; - 
By virtuous rules your reaſon guide; 
For that's the way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleflings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, |. 
Of jealouſy beware ; 

His love with kind compliance meet; ' 

Let conſtancy the work complete 

And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


or 
WI 


W 
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8 iQ. N. 0 cl xxv. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. | one * Dr. Arne. 


ESOLV'D; as her poet; of Celia to ſing, 

For emblems or * IL ſearch'd thro” 

the ſprin | [maid, 
To flowers ſoft b ide compar *d'the ſweet 
But flowers, tho” blooming, at ey ning may fade. 
Of ſunſhine and bree zes I next thought towrite, 

Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine 1 bright; 

But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will 1 bold, 
For the ſun ſets at ; night, andbreezes's grow cold. 


The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale blue, 

While the ſun-beams behind them peep d glit- 
tering chens, 8 

Tho? to rival her charms the can never ariſe, 

Yet methought they look d. omething like Cer 

las ſweet eyes; 

Theſe beauties are tranſient; but Cella swilllaſt, 

When ſpring, and when ſummer, , and © autumn, 

are paſt; 

For ſenſe and good-humour r no enden diſarms, 

And the foul of my Celia enlivens her charms; 


At length on a fruit-tree a bloſſom J found, 

Which beauty diſplay d, and Nap fragrance 

5 arounds pray'r ; 
I then thought the muſes had 1455 d on my 

This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 

Theſe colours ſo gay, and united fo well, 

This delicate texture, and raviſhing ſmell, 


r 


Be her perſon's dear nen! ; but where ſhall 
I find, : 
In nature, a beauty that equals 5 mind $1 


This Lyolous, now pleaſing,” at ſummer” 8 gay 

ca 

Muſt languiſh at ict, and mult afterwards fall; 

But behind-1t-the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe, 

By nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : 

So Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 

By her virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the 
more, (prime, 

Shall recall ev'ry beauty, that brighten” d her 

When her merit 1s ripen'd by love, and by time. 


5 
I» 0 N G "CCLAXVI., 2 
The EPEA. Fer by Dr. Arne, 


O more the feſtive. train I'll j join : 
Adieu! ye rural ſports, adieu! 
For what, alas! have griefs like mine 
With paſtimes or delights to do? 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove, 
But I am all deſpair and love, 


Ah, well a day! how chang” d am I! 
When late I feiz'd the rural reed, 

So ſoft my ſtrains, the herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed; 

Rut now my {trains no longer move, 

They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love. 


Behold 


( 213 ) 
. Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
| The faireſt —_ * ; P 
No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
VDnſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 
The ſhepherds mourn to ſee them rove; 
They atk the cauſe, I anſwer, Love. 


Neglected love firſt taught my eyes 
With tears of anguiſh to o'erflow ; 
- *Tis that which fill'd my breaſt with. ſighs, 
And turn'd my pipe to notes of woe; 
Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, 


Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 
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s O NG CCLXXVI.. 


4 N nymph that trips the verdant plains, 
5 . 5 With Sally can compare; 
She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair: 
The beams of Sol delight and clear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


| When from the Eaſt the morning ray 
* Illumes the world below, 
F Her preſence bids the God of day 
Y With emulation. glow: 
Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare; _ 
The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the fiſter fair. 


„ 


The 
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The lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, whilerhe'ſwells his note, | 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 

i While Flora ſhe'll, perfume, 

And eviry flow ret ſeems to ſay, 

1. but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale; 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale; | 

The ſtream meandring thro? the mead; | 
Her echo'd name conyeys'; $41 

Ad ev*ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſhall blithſome laſs or ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor'ev'ry May-morn. on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport ; 

No more ſhall guſh the — Lin, 0:11 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When 1 forget to love. 


5 


* 


W ccXx Vm. Mk 
The HEROIC FAIR, 


Way with ſoft ſighs! for our danger alarms! 
Our country ſolicits our fmiles to its aid; 
Let our beauty inſpirit its vot'ries to arms, 


And heroes alone win the hearts of the tg 5 
4 | Laſ 


7 > 
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Laſt month, my dear Colin, with tear- ſwimming 
eyes, volume of woe; 
Prefs'd my hand, while he look'd a whole 
Ev' u then (for my heart never wore a diſguiſe,) 
If you love me, faid I; go and conquer the foe, 


Go and ruth to the fight, $0 and conquer the foe ; 
Securing your country's, ſecureyour own bliſs ; 
1 ſhall nerve your oli arm, love ſhall proſ- 
ßer each blow; 
* the ruin of France ſhall ſecure you a kils. 


on then! He obey'*d reſoly'd not to ſtay, 
tpreſsd my lips firſt; how elſe could we part? 
I ſi og bim ſuccels, as the youth went away; 
For his worth had ſecur'd ev'ry with of my 
heart. 


If by my example my ſex was ; infpir'd, 
No nation would dare to provokeBritiſh rage; 


Our ſwains with true courage would always | be 
fir'd, - 
And our files create heroes in every age. 


s © N G COLXXIX, 
A HUNTING SONG. 
Set 9 10 Baildon. Sung @t Vauxhall, 


REOITATIVEB. 
Hax the horn calls way 


| Come the grave; come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
hn the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe.  _ 
AIR 


- 


ar Þ 
AIR. 

From the Eaſt breaks the morn, 

See the ſun-beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high; 

Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 

The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 


And the floods and the vallies reply, 


And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers ſo good. 
Prov'd their rhe ban of blood, 
By encount' ring the hart and the boar, 
By encount'ring, &c. 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 


And taught, NE. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveaFd, 
Where the, &c. 

Though in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let our's be the prey of the field, 
Still let our's, &c. 


With the chace in full ſight, 
Gods! how great the delight! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine! a 
How our, &c. 
Where i is care, where is fear? 
Like the winds, in the rear; 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 
And the man's, &c, * Now 
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Now to horſe, m my brave boys: ; 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Tolls and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the'chace over the bowl, 
And renew the chace over the bout: 


s O N G CELXXX. 
A BAL LA D in the Modern Taſte. 
Bet by Dr. Arne. 


'$ mag young Roger accoſted me 
thus, 
Come here, pretty maiden, and give me a buſs. 
Lord ! fellow, ſaid I, mind your plough and 
your cart; 
Yes, I thank you for nothing, thank you for 
nothing, thank you for nothing with 
all my heart. 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, 
He gave me a box with a paper of ſnuff; 

I took it, Ion, yet had ſtill fo much art 

To cry, ON you for We with all my 
1eart. | 


Yet could not help laughing to ſee the foo! ſtart, 
When I pes 'd him tor nothing with all my 
cart. 


He ſaid, if ſo be, he might make me his wife— | 
Good Lord! 1 was never ſo daſh'd i in my life; 


Soon 


- 48 


Cay) 
Sdon after, however, he gain d my conſent, 
And with him on Sunday to chapel I went, 
But faid *twas my goodneſs more than His de- 
ſert, e heart. 


Not to thank him for nothing with all my 


The parſon cry'd, child, you muſt after me ſay, 
And then talk d of honour, and love, and 6bey.z+ 
But faith, when his reverence came to that Part, 5 
There I thank'd him for Fan with wy je 
e hart 17h  btqu 


At night our brisk neighbours t the « Rocklijg 
8 would throw; 
J muſt not tell tales, but I know what I Ktibw x; b 
Young Roger confeſſes I cur'd all his ſmart, 
And I thank'd: him for n rr all: 2 
| heart. VI 1 


—— 
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8. 0 N ye cclNxxl. 
The HONEST FELLOW. 
Set by Dr. Arne! © © 
HO! _ o'this nonſenſe, I fran Sive 


8 
And talk 5 4 — Phillis wy Chloe no. ore E 
T heir face, and their air, and their Mien, what, 


a rout! 
Here's to thee, my lad „ puſh the bottle about, 


Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape; 


They < dare not conſide in the juice of the grape, . 
1 Buy 


. 

But we bone fellows —"{death ! who'd. ever 
thin | ; of 

Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? 
Of puling, &c. 3 | | 
"Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows ; 
Our joys it encreaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, 
The man that is drunk is as great as a king. 
The man, &c. | 3 


D 
i W 


If Cupid affaults you, there's law for his tricks; 
Anacreon's Caſes ſee, page twenty-ſix ; => © 
The precedent's glorious, and juſt, by my ſoul ; 
Lay hold on, and drownthe young dog in a bowl. 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong, and a laugh ? 
My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff; 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound ; 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


SON G CCLXXXII. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
TTEND, ye nymphs, while I impart 
The ſecret wiſnes of my heart, 


And tell what fwain, if one there be, 
Whom fate defigns for love and me. 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
Let honour all his actions guide 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 

The ſwain defign'd for love and me. 


Let 


Oh I be that heart from falſhood free, 547 rn 
| Devoted all ce loye and „ 99999 


( 2190 
Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 
With pure good - nature ſweetly WRT) ; 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be 
The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Where ſorrow prompts: the penſive gn, 
Where grief bedews the drooping 1 | 1 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee | | 4 


The ſwain deſign' d for love and we. 1 55 
Let ſordid av rice claim no part 


1 % 
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7414 Ga V4 is 4 7 


Within his tender, gen *rous heart; 
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4 Tao. Sung at Vauxhall. Set 0 Mr. Worgan⸗ 


LY hence, grim melancholy's train! 
Hence, making thought — years of Ru 


What to us is age and; care, 


Eyes of grief, and looks of fear? 


| Jugs the — ter-lovin train; #17; 


his is — ure's boundleſs reign. | 


Mind not what the Stoics ſay ; 


Life & only for a day: 

Baniſn far refleQion's pow'r ;-- 

— nat one important bour ; 7 
the meagre, hideous wams:: a. 

T is is pleaſure's boundleſs reign. | | 4 


Make the moſt of . _ 0D 
Youth and beau hon, vb 
TR Courted, 


Cupid 
Join t 


In the 


Go whe 


hk 
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Courted: yield; while yet you gy. 


e will fly away: 
ortive harmleſs train 7 


This is pleaſute's golden eds 


Bacchys all his treaſure lends, 
(Mirth and winę are conſtant friends) | 
Lifts on high the human foul; 
Dread no paiſon in the bowl. 
Seek the jovial roſy train; 
„This is pleaſure s boundleſs reign. 


eadows. fafely ſtray, 
Innocence ſhall guard;theiwayy ; 
And by e e on the green, 
View the faipies with — 98 ﬆ 

wer "16ve directs the train ; 
Fortis pleaſure's golden reign. 


Envy's makes, all murd' ring war, 24 1 
With phantom honour, hence are far; 
Hope, and peace, and joy ſincere,” 
And love, maintain their revels 1255 
Haſte to join the feſtive train; 
This is pleaſure's golden reign. FIG 


Nor to ſcornful airs inclin'd;” 
Know the ſeaſon to be Kind: 
What would all your beauty 65,0 * 
Should ſhepherds once neglect to wos! > 
See the beck ning ſportivs train; 
Hark ! they ery, tis pleaſure's reigns < 


Freedom, with immortal ſhield, 
Guards the bleſſings 1 Veld; bu 


g 7 10 


Wan 20 


2 


Freedom 


* * 2 


4 
S ae. 
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Freedom hails thee to reſigg 
All thy cares in love and wine; 
Stay no longer, join the train; 

This is pleaſure's golden reign. 
Hymen's graceful altars ſmoke; 
Haſte, and wear the fiſken yoke e: 
Endleſs peace, unfading youth, | 
Riſe the ſure rewards of truth : ft 
Haſten then to join the train 


For tis pleaſures golden reigg. 


S ON G CCLXXXIV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
ARE! the birds begin their lay; 
4 Flowręts deck the rohe f May: 
See the little lambkins bound, 
Playful, o' er the clover ground 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow; 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowilips blow. 


Now the ſwains and nymphs advance 
O'er the lawn in perfect dance; 
Garlands from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the happy ſhepherd's brow z 
While the laſſes, in array, | 
Wait upon the Queen of May : 
While the, &c. 
Innocence, content, and love, 
Fill the meadows and the groove; 


Th Mirth, 
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Wirth, that never wears a fromm, 
Health, with ſweetneſs all-ber owns 
Labour puts on Pleaſure's ſmile, 


And pale Care forgets his toil;z.,.. $2 i] 21 2111 1 
Labour puts, & 2 


Ah! what plealures 88 know 1. 
Monarchs cannot ſuch; beſtow z.. - 
Love improyes gach happy hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in, Fore., . 
Learn ambition, learn 1 from | hence, .. 
Happineſs is innocence; 
Learn ambition, learn from hence, | 
Happinels is . 80 
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H. eaſy wasColin, how blithe, and how ga 
_— 1 the fair Chloris, how ſpright þ 
is la 
So graceful 1 ſo accompliſh” d her mind, 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt 
be join'd, © _[bejoin'd. 
Sure pity, he thonght, with ſuch charms muſt 


Whenever ſhe danc'd, or whenever the ſung, + \ 

How juſt was her motion how ſweet was her 
tongue! 

And when the youth told her bis pamott ate flame, 

She allow'd him to fancy her heart felt the ſame. 

She allow'd him, &c. 


With ardour he preſs'd her to think himſintere 3 


oo alas! ſhe redoubled * hope and each ys ; 
1 wy * 2 


* 


4 


70 


K 
She would not deny, nor ſhe would not approve, 
And {be neither refus' 4 him, nor gave him her 


And ſhe neither, &c. [love. 
Now cheer d by complacence, now froze by f 
= diſdain, 


Helanguiſh'dfor freedom but languiſh' di in yains,. 45 
Till Thyrſis, who pity'd 10 helpleſs a ſlave, 
Eas'd his heart of its pain by the counſel ee 
Eas'd his heart, &c. 4 


nnn 


And nh abſence. tl conquer her Ai —or 7 
And by abſence, &c. aut 2266 SG. own. 


This advice he . but the remedy prov'd 1 
Too fatal, alas e one he loyd; by 
Which car'd his own paſhon, hut left her in vain, 
To figh for a heart ſhe 2800 neyer regain, 
To gh for a heart ſhe could ne yer regain. 
0,030, none 
Fung at Vauxhall. Set l node 1200 11 


OM E give your attention to what I unfold; 
c The moral is true, tho? the matter is old, 
The moral is true, tho' the matter is old: 
My honeſt confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is life withont love; ; 

My honeſt confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, infipid, is life without love. 4 


In works of old ſophiſt my mind T employ*d;/ 3 
My bottle and friend, too, by turns, I enjoy d. 


My bottle, = I laugh'd 
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Tlaugh'd at the ſex, and n ſtrove 
Their charms to forget, and bid farewel to love: 
J laugh'd, &c. e 1 e 
I toil'd and I traffick'd, grew wealthy and great, 
A patriot in politics, fond of debate, 

A patriot, &c. ed SH 
Each paſſion indulging, my doubts did remove; 
They center'd 5s. 16 ure, and pleaſure in love: 
Each paſſion, &c. | 8 


How. ſweet my reſolves, I confeſs'd with a ſigh, 

WhenPhillis, ſweet Phillis, ttipp'd wantonly by, 

When Phillis, &c, Bhs. : 

T caught her, and mention'd a turn in the grove; 
Eating ſhe made me a convert ta love: 

I caught her, cc. 763 


Ye lovers of freedom, no longer complain; 
We're born fellow-ſubje&ts of beauty's ſoft chain: 
We're born fellow · ſubjects of beautyꝰ's ſoft chain: 
My purchas'd experience this maxim will prove, 
That life is not life when divided from love: 

My purchas'd experience this maxim will prove, 


That life is not lite when divided from love. 


si Gr &, CCLXKXVIL.:- 
CURE for the VAPO URS. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 
7H will Delia thus retire, | 
And languiſh all her life away? 
While the ſigbing crowd admire, 
is too ſoon for hartſhorn tea, 
Tis too ſoon for hartſhoru tea: 


an 


, Hy 
All thoſe diſmal looks and fretti ting, 
Cannot Damon's life reſtore; 
Long ago the worms have eat himz 
You can never ſee him more, 67 web 
You can never ſee him more. | 
Long ago the worms have eat him; 
Lou can never ſee him more. F 


once again conſult your toilette, 
In the glaſs your face reyie ; 
So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no ſpring your charms, renews eee 
And no, &. 55 | 
I, like you, was born a woman, | 
Well I know what vapours mean; 
The diſeaſe, alas! is common; 
Single, we have all the ſpleen.” TEIN 1 
Single, & ”“ # Vn ü 


All the morals that they tell . 
Never cur'd the ſorrow yet: 
Chuſe, among the pretty fellows, Fl F 1 
One of humour, youth and wit, 83 
One of, e.. Fü e 
Prithee hear bim ev'ry morning, - * N Of 
At the leaſt an hour or t W- ij 5 
Once again at night returning. 
— ] believe the doſe will do. 4 
| —T believe the doſe will doo 
Once again at night returning, | 
— I believe the N ons hobo 40% 
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S O N G CcLXXXVIII. 
CELIA's COMPLAINT. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
WI ſadneſs reigns over the plain? 
How droop the ſweet flowrets around! 
How penſive each nymph and each ſwain ! 
How filent each muſical ſound ! 
No more the ſoft late, in the how'rs, 
— the cool ev'nings away 
Sad ſigus meaſure out the long hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 


Oh! he was our village's pride, 
This change from his abſence is ſeenz _. 
"Twas he that, our muſic ſupply d, 
When gayly we danc'd on the green: 
At ſhearing, at wake, and at fair, | 
How jovial and frolic were we! 
But now ev'ry feaſt in the year 
Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 
Ah! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile alarms ? 
No juſtice oblig'd him to roam, SAF 3 
Dr take up thoſe terrible arms: 1265. 80 
Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, - - - — 
Be heedleſs of hike, and of limb; 
The country had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where er the adventurer goes, 
On land or the dangerous main, 
Kind heaven protect Him from woes, 
And give him to Celia again. Oh! 


I 
wn 
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Oh! give him to Celia again, 
My true love in ſafety reſtore ; 
I'll ceaſe on his breaſt to complain, 
From my arms he ſhall wander no more. 


s Oo N G CCLXXXIN. 
EHOLD, faireſt Phoebe, yon garden fo fair, 
So rural the arbours, ſo pleaſant the air; 


The trees how they*reclad with a bright lovely 


een 
And lovers, for pleaſure, a walking are ſeen. 


See the meadows and fields, with what beauty 


they grow, {flow 3 
And the clear limpid ſtreams, uninterruptedly 
See the innocent lambs, how they cheerfully 
| play, | {ing lay. 
While their dams, on the bank, do a ſun-burn- 


In the air hear the birds, with ſweet warbling 


| throats, | 
All chanting their lays in the ſweeteſt of notes; 


The lark in the morning, as ſoon as it's light, 
With out-ſtretched wings, tow'rds the (ky takes 


her flight. 
The cowſlips and vr lets adorn the green banks, 


And pleaſantly grow in irregular ranks; [neat, 
Not a thing is there wanting to make it look? ' 


But you, my dear Phoebe, to render't complete. 


Suppoſe then, for pleaſure, we juſt take a walk 
Around yonder green, and let love be our talk: 


What ſay you, my fair one ? to you will I re-' 


ſign; X 
What pleaſes your fancy, will likewiſe pleaſe 


1 would 
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I would ſcorn to be rude; my thoughts I'd em- 
„ oy 2-4 ut As ſnoy : 

To drive away that which I thought would an- 

I am plain and ſincere, as a lover fhould be; 

IT hate to be flatter'd, and love to be free, 


Tx. 
Sung by Mr, Lowe. 55 | 
V temples with cluſters of grapes Dl 
entwine,' pit 1:54.8 
And barter all joy for a goblet of wine ; 
In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 
But ftop and forget her at Bacchns's tun. 
Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 
*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair 


For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 


If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs ? , 


*Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 


And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 


The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up her 


- 


head $- 


And Poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed 3 


While Age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 


Beats time with his crutch tothe tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet front Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
III fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 


Tis thethirſt of a lover, and pledgeme whodare. | 


«F 
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38 © N 0... COL. 
LOVE and CONSTANCY. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 
1928 time my heart had row'd, 
Inconſtant as the wind; 
Each girl I ſaw, I ſwore I lov'd, 
Till one my heart confin'd, 
Till one my heart confin e. 
The maid was blithe, was young and fair, 
From attectation free; 
The maid was blithe, was young and fair, 
From affectation free; | 
No imperfection did appear, 
While ſhe look'd kind on me; 
No imperfection did appear, 
While the look'd kind on me. 


When her my pain T told, 
And all my grief confeſs'd, 
The inſolence of female pride 
Her cold diſdain expreſs d, 
Her cold, &c. 
The beauty I eſteem'd before, 
Appear*d deformity ; | 
The beauty, &c. 
Exch charm I thought a charm no more, 
She was unkind to me: 
Each charm, &c. 


Forbear fond youth, no more 
The ſex's weakneſs ſcan; 


4 


„ "Twas 
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»Twas not inconſtancy, or pride, 
But trial of the man, E 
But trial of the man: OF. 
When time had prov'd my flame 0 ineere;) 3 
She own'd the ſame to me 
When time, &Cc. | TR 
Not love alone can win, the uin 16 
But love and conſtancy ; of * 3 
Not love, &c. | (ak 


8:50: nf S CRACH.” 
LABOUR in VAIN: 
| by purfuit of ſome lambs from my flocks that 
| have ſtray'd, 
One morning 1 rang'd o'er the plain ; 44 


But, alas ! after all my reſearches were made, 
I perceiv'd that my labour was vain. 


At length growing hopeleſs my lambs to reſtore, : 
I retolv'd to return back again 
It was uſelels, I thought, to ſeek after them more, 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 


On this my return, . pretty Phoebe I ſaw, 
And to love her I could not refrain ; - | 
To ſollicit a kiſs, I approach'd her with awo, 
But ſhe told me my labour was vain. 


But, Phoebe, I cry'd, to my ſuit lend an ear, | 
And let me no longer complain ; 
She reply*d, with afrown, and an aſpect ſevere, 
oung Colin, your labour's in vain. 0 | 


* 


1 . 
Then I eager] pl claſp'd her quite cloſe to wy 
\+++-*DTEA a 
And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again; „ 
O Colin, me cry'd, if you're rude, 1 Pibren 
That your labour ſhall ſtill be in van. 


At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes, and vows, 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain; b 

She now has confented to make me her ſpouſe, . 
So no "ET 1 labour! in vain. | 


a. 


Wyn HEN once I with Phillida ſtray'd, 


Where rivers run murmuring by, 
I heard the ſoft vous that the made; 
What ſwain was ſo happy as 1? 
My breaſt was a ftranger to care, is 
For my,wealth by her kiſſes I told 
I thought myſelf richer, by far... 
Than he that had mountains of gold. Eric 50 


But now I am poor and undone, Hes 
Her vows have prov'd empty and vain; 5 
The kiſſes I once thought my oon ö 
Are beſtow'd on à happier ſwai n 
But ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 
Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a Midſummer dreams, 
As fickle as Midſummer dew:, 


O Phillis, ſo fickle and fair, 5 Z 
Why did you my love then approve PANE, 
Had you own d on my ſuit, thro' deſpair 


* X, had forgotten to Dees” L | 7 
6.7 U'z *- TO 45550 


I could not ſuſpe& the deceit, 


| | . 232 . 
You ſmil'd,. and your ſmiles were ſo feet, 
You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, 


But gave my looſe ſails to the wind. 15 


When tempeſts the ocean deform, 


And billows ſo mountainous roar, 

The pilot, ſecur'd from the ſtorm 
Net er ventures his bark from the ſhore; 

As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, e a 
And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 


His heart he too credulous tries, 


And failing, is ſnipwreck d like me. 

OG erte. 
The HAPPY MEETING. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Berg. 


S Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way, 
A * the banks of Tweed ; * 
A bonny laſs, as ever was, 
Came tripping o'er the mead:. 
The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd ; 
And full of glee, as lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty maid, , =» 


Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt ly wand"reſt here? 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where? 
To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſe:; | 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, fo trim and neat, ; 
Iſe ſeek the ewes with thee, She 


( 233 ) 
She gin her hand, nor made a tand, 
But lila d the youth" s intent; 5 
O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and ele, 0 
Right merrily they went: . 
The birds ſang ſweet the pair to n ix 85 
And flowers bloom'd around; 10 
And as they walk'd, of love they talk d, 7 
And joys which lovers crown d. 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r,) Ne 
When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 

To paſs the mid-day hour : -- 
The bonny lad raw'd, in his plaid, 
The laſs who Bonk d to fran; 
She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſaught, 
And he to gang to town. 


8 O N 2M) cexcv.' 
The pus r. CART. 4 Favourite Cantata. 


»RECITATIVE, 
S tink"ring Tom thro" ſtreets his trade did 
cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 3 [placd, 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd, the nymph was 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt: 
Tom, with uplifted hands, th” occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maid agar cl. 


AI R. 
O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 


u take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts: 
U3 That 


. by 
2 1 
1 
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That ming is gone, alas! is trum 

And dwells among the duſt with yay, | 

And dwells among the duſt with, you; . 

Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 

Give me my heart, you ſtole, again; 

Give me my heart, out of your cart; 

Give me my heart, you ſtole, again. 

RECITATIVE. 
Sylvia, advane'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain. on little folks below: :- 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart dre on, 
And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry d, Stop, 
john-. | 
AIR. 


bon Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

EX Be.by a paltry croud oppreſt ? | 

wp Ambition now my foul does fire , 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 

And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 

EE, Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart, 

4 And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 

Shall long to ride in my duft-cart, 


S O N G , CCXCVI. 
FANNY's CHARMS. 
W HAT tho' the bloom. of ſpring is gone, 


And nature feels decay; 
Tho' winter now her garb puts on, 
And caſts a gloom op day: 


Tho 


SE ln 24 
Tho filent ſtands the lazy hill, 
And mute the fylvan throng; 
Yet Fanny's charms, unfading Rilf, 
Shall flonrifh in my ſong. : 


Tho” now no more on ſunny plains, 
The ſhepherds tend their care, 
And each, in emulating ſtrains, 
PFoorgets to praiſe his fair; 
Tho? unfrequented ev'ry ſnade, 
That catch'd the vernal breeze, 
Yet Fanny's ſmiles (enchanting maid {9 
Can charm me more than theſe. p 


When ſpring, in varied heauty dreſt, 
Does all its ſweets — — * t 
Compare the lily to her breaſt, 
And to ber lips the roſe 7 © 
Her breaſt the lily's white outvies, 
at 1 of the vale, 
to her li in Damon's eyes 
The reddeff AS W ele 1 
No more ſhall flow'rs bedeck the meads, 
Or birds frequent the ſpray; , 
Or larks forfake their dewy beds, 
And hail the dawning day: 
No more on yonder mountain's brow, 
Shall bleating lambkins rove, 
And ſhe no more prove fair or true, 
When I forget to love. 
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S G. N o I. 


Sung at Ranclagh, Ser by Mr. _ 3018 


NE Midſummer morning, when Natune 
look'd gay,. play 

The birds full of ſong, and the Aocks tal ts 

When earth ſeem'd £9 anſwer the. fades From. 


above, 


And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of l | 


My mothercried, Nancy, come haſte to the nie 


If the corn be not. ground, you: a * 
you will. me} } 


The freedom to fe my tongue pleard me, — 
dou 

A woman, alas! ! would be nothing LF 1 op 

I went tow'rds the mill without any delay, 

And conn'd o'er the words I determin 'd to foam: 

But when I came MEAT Ms, I found it Rock fall; 


. Bleſs my ſtars now cry d I, huff them randhy | 


I will. 3 


The miller to market that inſtant. was gone; 
The work it was left to the care of bis {ou = 
ow, though I can ſcold well as any one cam, 
I thought *twould be wrong to {cod the young * 
man : 
I faid, I'm lurpriz-d you can uſe me fo ill ; 
I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt, and 1 will. 


Sweetmaid,cry*dtheyouth, the faulti is not mine; 
No corn in the town 1'd grind ſooner than thine: 
There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fair; 
The mill ſhal} go me:rily round, I declare. 


2 
* 


7 


(237: )7 

But om the birds ſing, and fee how they 
| 1! 

1 muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt, and I will. 


My corn being done, I tow'rds home bent my 


He whifner'd b he'd ſomething of moment to ſay; 

Inſiſted to hand me along th e green mead, 

And there fwore he loy'd me, indeed, & indeed! F 

And that he'd be conftant, and true to me ſtill: 

And fince that time I've lik'd him, and like 
him I will. 


I often ſay, Mother, the miller F'lI huff; 
She laughs, and cries, Go, girl, ay, plague king 
enough; 
And ſcarce a day paſſes but, by her deſire, 
= a ſly kiſs from the youth Jadmire. 
If wedlock he wiſhes, his with I'll fulfil, | 
And Pll aatwer, O yes! with ahearty good- will. 


_ JS NG COXEVIEE 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Marybon-Gardens. 


Set by Mr. Dubourg. 


H E lark's fhrill note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn ; 
The yellow harveſt, free from ſpoil, 

Rewards the happy farmer's toil ; 

The flowing bowl ſucceeds the fail, 

O'er which he tells the en tale. | 


SONG 


ag 


H O N O U, . 


Fung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Dr. Boyce, _ 


J flame of love ſincere I felt, 
And ſkreen'd the paſſion "01S; F jd 


3 


A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 
But awe ſuppreſs'd my tongue. 


At length I told my deareſt: * 


* 
a 


My heart was fix'd upon her: 
But think not I can love, the ſaid ; 


I can't, upon my honour. 
The heart that once is roving exvgitt 


All prudent nymphs diſtruſt; 
And mult it for a youthful fault 
Be always deem d unjuſt? 
So Celia judg'd, ſo ſenſe decreed, 
And bid me ſtill to ſhun her: 


Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid; won't here ſucceets 


It won't upon my honour. 


8 © N pr ccxcix. 


6 Ir 
ACT 


HE AE 


Too Jong, I cry'd, I've been to hls, 


I with a ſigh confeſs; 


But thou] who canſt the rake reclaim, | | 5 


My new- born paſſion bleſs ! 


Had ev'ry nymph like Celia Provid, 


I could not have undone her; 


Ta 
- 4 


* 2 1 . 


On thee, bright maid, thou beſt belor'd; | $3 


I doat, upon my honour. 


” * 1 7 


A while the nymph my ſuit repreſe d, 


My conſtancy to prove, 


And bleſs'd me with her love. 


Then with a bluſh conſent expreſs'd, 


To 
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To church I led the blooming fair, 

| Enraptur'd. that I'd won her; 
And now life's ſweeteſt joys we: ſhare, 
We do, upon my honour. 


8 0 N 6 ccc > 
fund in the Double Diſappointment. 
. I'm going, and all the * 
long, 

Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 

I find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when Pm ſlent, runs till i in 

my ſong. | 
Sing Balinamone. Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a kils of your iweet lips for, 
me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe z 5 
I lleep all the day to forget half my woes: 
So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, _ 
By St. Patrick I fear it will burn through my 
clothes. , | 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinanione Ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. | 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will have, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Vho never 'was tree till you made him your 
"ſlave. | 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinimone Ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me. 


ea 
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On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long (word, how Tu frut and 
PI ſtride ! 
In a coach and fx horſes with honey Ill ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your fide. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone — 
Your little white fiſt for me. 


$0.00 ei. 
The ARCH DENIAL 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


8 Damon to Phillis, Suppoſe. my fond eyes 
Reveal with what ardour I glow, 
Reveal with what ardour I glow ; 
Well, what if they do? there's no harm, fure, 
ſhe cries; 
I can but deny you, you know, you know z 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe I ſhould ask of thoſe lips a ſweet kis, 
Say, would you the favour beltow? 
Sav, would you the favour beſtow? 

Lord bleſs me ! (aid ſhe, what a queſtion is this ! 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you know. * 


Snppoſe, not contented, I ſtill aſk for more, 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow, 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow ? 
duppoſe what you will, ſhe reply*d as before, 
can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you Know. 


Coins 


( 24t ) 
Core then, my dear love, to the wood let's. 
| repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go: 
No, no, with a'bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, for there 
I could not deny you, you know, you know 3 
I could not deny you, you know, 


s OY. NO eee. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


"HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight; and 
my pride, 
I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide: 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go; | 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. 
They ſay I'm in love, but T anſwer, No, no. 


At ev'ning oft-times, n pleaſure I ſee 

A note from her hand 10 4 be with you at 
ten (low! 

My heart how it boutid 8 46 ben I hear her be- 

But ſay not tis love, for l anſwer, No, no. 

But ſay, &c. 

She ſings me a ſong and t echo its ſtrain g 

Again, I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny, again : 

I kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I could grow; 

But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, No, no; 

But ſay not, &c. 

She tells me her faults as ſhe ſits on my knee 

I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 

My ſhoulder ſhe taps; and {till bids me think ſo: 

Who knows but ſhe loves, though ſhe OT 
No, no? 0 

Who knous, &c. | £0 | 

. | X From 


( 242+ ): | 
From beauty, and wit, and good-humour, how I, 
Should prudence advife, and compel me to fly: 
Thy bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill TH ſay, No; 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill III fay, No. 


$9 NO cccu.. 


OW blithe was I each morn to fee 
141 My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with gocd- wil? 
I neither wanted ewe, nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay, 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And cheer'd me all the day. R 
Oh ! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe; | 
I wiſh I was with: my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 7 


He tun'd his pipe and reed fo ſweet, 
The bird's ſtood hf ning by; 

The fleecy flock ſtood ſtill and gar d, 
Charm'd with his melody: | 
While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 

Betwixt our flocks and play; - , 
J envy'd nat the faireſt dame, 
Tho” eber ſo rich and gay. 
Oh! the broom, &c. 


Ne did oblige me ev'ry hour; 
Cou'd 1 but faithful be? 


'© 243 ; 3 _— 
He ſtole my heart; cou'd I refuſe” nod A 
Whate'er he ask'd of me?: 
Hard fate !, that I mult banifh'd. be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain b 
That ever yet was born. | 
Oh ! the broom, the bonny ED F 
Where loſt was my repoſe; 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 


— 41 


8 O N G-:  cegv.* 


NUMBERLESS K 188 ES. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybon-Gardens. 


OME, Chloe, and give me Feet Kine, . 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 

1 But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Doſt ask me how many I'd have 2 

1 m not to be ſtinted in pleaſure 3 
Then, pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be And: * 

For, ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, . 
To numbers Vil ne er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing ; 
Count the flow'rs-that'enamel the fields: 
Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 
And the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven; 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore ; + ws 
| And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, ny 
e 1 Rill mall be asking for more. 


2 To 


4 


w—__ a i = * . — 
1 Fy = q —_ = r R 39 Ny = 
WILDE” x D - PX p l Up "FP 2 - fy , n 
* ite, & e n * Tl _ | > Sf = ry = 
_ _ - o A 1 9 1 ˙ FT 1 as " 5 on 
\ 0 N W 6 - 


1 = = 9 
P ls. ay - CIT EE P — eat 01, 4) * 


.. i 2 

To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 

A heart,” which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
In my arms let me ever infold thee, 

And circle thee round, like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is? 

My lite on your lips ſhall be ſpent : 
The wretch that can number his kiſſes, 

Will always with few be content. 


s O N G cccv. 


CYMON and IPHIGENIA. ACN TATA. 

Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. | 
RECITATIVE., | 

'EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'r- 
N ing ſhade 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 

A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 

Whole flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 

Thither retir d from Phoebus” fultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 


Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 


By chance was ſtumping to the neighb' ring 
grove; 

He trudg d along, unknowing what he ſought, 

And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought: 

But when he firſt beheld the fleeping maid, 

He-gap'd—he ſftar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd: 

And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 


Þeauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


| AIR. | 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glafſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
: | ö Completes 


£3 


W (245) 3 
rern the rural ſcene, 
Completes the.rural ſcene; * 

But in thy boſom, charming maid, 

All heav'n itſelf is ſure difplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 

Too mo Tphigene. e d 


R EPCITAT IVI E. 

She b. —. ſtarts —pooy Cymon. trembling 
andes: 

Down falls the ſtaff from his annerved hands ; 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel-all fear; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Halt-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies. 
Oh, Cymon ! | if *tis you, I need not. xiſe z /. 
Th. y honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
But thus with extaſy purſu d his dong 80 


d bus ADE Ric 7 \ 7 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 'W 
- In wanton ringlets, down thy way 2 þ Is 
La love-inſpiring mien, 37 us Dn f 
love-inſpiring mien 
Thy y Helling boſom, ſkin of ov, 55 | 
And taper thape, inchant me 10,” i£flt 4641 
I die for Iphigene, toibols 
I die for Iphigene. WT RED 


REOrTATIVEC CE, 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from „ente 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſeuſe: 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtraĩt, 


And thinks he might improve his aukzad gate; 
X 3 Bids 


id abi} 


* 


| F © Im 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 
At the fame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead ; 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 
i 0 , A 1 R. + A 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 
Aud elevate, and elevate the human ſoul: 
Depriv*d of that, our wretehed ſtate 7 
Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bleft with beauty, and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above, 


- What angels do above! . 

= oO ERS COR: 

9 The Words from Shakeſpeare, Sung at Ranelagh, 
= | OME, live with me, and be my love, 
= And we will all the pleaſures prove, 


That hills and valleys, dales and fields, 
And all the Fraggy mountain yields : 
There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And fee the ſhepherds feed: their flocks, 
Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

A cap of flowers, with a girdle, 
Embroider'd.all with leaves of myrtle ; 
A-gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which, from our pretty lambs we pull, 


IF 
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If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and he my love. 


Fair lined flipper for the Wh, 

With buckles of the pureſt go 

A belt of ſtraw with iv Lag 

And coral claſps, and ſilver nds: =—_ 
The ſhepherd ſwains mal dance and ſing, 
For thy delight, each May morning. 

Tf theſe delights thy mind may move, - 
Then live with me, and be wy love. 


s ON G ..COCVE. 
STREPHON of the HILL. Set by Dr. Arne. 


E T others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colin' s at their will; 
I mean to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, | 
Young Strephon of the Hill. 


As once l ſat beneath the ſhade, 
Beſide a purling nl; 
Who ſhou'd my flirade ade 
But Strephon of the Hill? 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs; 
I cou'd not take it ill; 

For nothing ſure is done amiſs 
By Strephon of the Hill. 


Conſent, O lovely maid ! "M cry'd, 
Nor aim thy ſwain to Kill: 

8 this day to be the bride 
Of Strephon of the Hill. 


Obſerve 


T4 EE 


e " NP 7731 
Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they ſit and bill; 
So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
. With Str ephont „ Hap 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious {till } . - | 
May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me 
W rages of the till. 1 


. 


8 0 N G co ys UI. 
DuET. « Sung by Mr. Beard, and Miſs Young, 
\ V HEN Phoebus the tops of the bills does 


adorn, 

How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the antling ſtag is rovz'd with the ſound, 
Frecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain z 
But ſtill we puriue, and now come in view of 

the glorious game. Fs, 
O ſee how again he rears up his head,. 
And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed : 
But, oh ! 'tis in vain that he flies, 
That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe 


the cries: 
For now his ſtrensth fails him, be heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well-ſcented hounds 


ſurrounded he dies. 
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S ON GS CCCIX. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Arne, 


GORE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
That e'er gave ſhepherd glee; 
Not May-day, in its morning dreſs, 

Is half fo fair as ſhe ; | Lt”? 
Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And tancy'd forms adore ; 
Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more, 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey fip, _ 

Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught hp : | 

But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 
The ripe temptation ſhun 

Or elſe, like me, you'll wear her chains, 
Like me you'll be undone. | 


Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, _ 
And lark-like hail'd the morn ; 
More ſportive than the kid 1 kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the lawn: _ 
To ey'ry maid love-tales I told, 
And did my truth ayer ; 
Yet ere the parting kiſs was cold 
I laugh'd at love and her, 
But now the gloomy grave I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray; 
There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my ſoul away: | 0 


Nought 
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Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn of hope I fee; 
For Sally's pieas'd with my complaints, 
And laughs at love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, | 
So late my only care, i 

Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, | 

And itray'd I know not where : 

Alas! my cwes, in vain ye bleat; 

My lambkins loſt, 'adieut 
No more we oh the plain ſhall meet, 

For loſt's your ſhepherd 0,” 


SO N. es i 
Set hy Dr. Green. 7 he Words by Mr. Gay. 5 
O, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 
My: Chloe's boſom grace 
How happy ſhould 1 re, 0h 
How happy fhould I prove, [miles 
Might I ſupply that envied place | 
With never-fading love,, 
With never-fading love! _ IN 
There, Phcoenix-like, beneath her eye, ah 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die, 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs flow' r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant roſes there, 
More fragrant roſes there: 99 
I ſee thy with ring head reclin'd | 5 0 
With envy and deſpair, 1 F 
With envy and deſpair. . 
One common fate we okt muſt prove; 
You die with envy, Twith love, * 
You die with envy, I with love. SONG 
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8 O N 8 Cccxl. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by, Mr. Worgan, f N 


Me bright the ſun began to dawn, 
The merry, birds to fing,, - 
And flow'rets dappled o'er the lawn, 
in all the pride of ſpring, F 
When for a wreath young Damon ſtray” d, 
And ſmiling to me brought it; 5 
Take this, he cry'd, my deareſt maid, # . > 
And. who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thongpt 


I bluſh'd, the preſent to receive, 
And thank'd-him'o'er and oors-:; ©; i 2 
When ſoft he ſigh'd, Bright fair, * 
I muſt have omethin more: 
One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me beſt, 
So earneſtly he ſought it; 
T !et him take it, I proteſt, 
And who,---aye, who'd have thought it 


A ſwain that wood with ſo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain ; 
A ſecret flame ſoon touch d my heart, 
And fluſh'd thro? ev'ry vein : 
Twas love inſpir'd the pleaſing change, 
From his my boſom caught Wh 5:7 
Tuas ftrange indeed, twas paiſing ſtrange, 
And who, —-aye, who d have thought it? 


Hark ! Hymen calls, the ſhepherd cry'd; 
Let us, my dear, comply: 
We inſtant went, with love our guide, 


And en the nuptial tie: 5 
| And 


_ 
And ever ſince that happy day, 
As mutual warmth has taught it, 
We fondly kiſs, and ſport and play, fit ? 
And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thought 


$8 0/N 6 ccoxm. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


S Thirſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt, 
With a ſigh, her ſoft hand to his boſom he 
| reſt, s | | 
While his paſſion he breath'd in the grove ; 
As the bird to his neſt ill returns for repoſe, 
As back to its fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my love. | 


If e*er this heart roves, or revolts from its chains, 

May Ceres in rage quit the valleys and plains, 
May Pan his protection _ : 

In vain wou'd young Phillis and Laura be kind; 

On the lips of another no rapture I find; | 
With thee as I've liv'd, fo I'll die. 


More ſtill had he ſwore, but the queen of the 

ay, Sf way, 

Young Jenny the wanton, by chance, tript that 

And ſonght ſweet repole in the ſhade. 

With ſorrow, young lovers, I tell the ſoft tale, ' 

The laſs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry vow he had made. 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 
in form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of ſhepherds the envy and pride. 1 


9 
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Ah! blame not the maid, if, o'ercome by his 
truth, youth, 
Her hand, and her heart, ſhe beſtow'd on the 
And the next morn beheld her his bride. * * 


Learn rather, from Sylvia's example, ye fair, 
That a pleaſing revenge ſhall take place of de- 
ſpair; 
Give ſorrow and care to the wind: 
If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true; 


If falſe, ſeek redreſs in a lover that's new, 


And pay each inconſtant in kind. 


S ON G CCCXHL. 
A DIaLoGue, Set by Dy. Bayes. 


He. 
H AS TE, baſte, ev'ry ympn⸗ and each 
ſwain, to the grove; 
For Venus is there, tis the ſea ſon for love: 
Obey the kind ſummons ; for if ſhe's defy'd, 
Your boldneſs ſhell conquer, and punith your 


ride. 
5 H he. 


Oh hear me, ye fair ones, nor heedleſsly run; | 
The path to delight is the road you ſhould ſhun : 


Fly far from the grove if Venus be there; 


Her ſummons is cruel, her ſmiles are a ſnare. 
| He. 
Sure nature was never Werne to a6iight 3 ; 
Where pleaſure is preſeat, fear ſoon takes its 
ght, | [war m'd, 
Proud nymph, if by kindneſs you cannot be 
mender that Venus her Cupid has arim, 2 
* Sbe. 
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J fear not his vengeance, his bow, nor his darts; 
Tis credulous folly that ſoftens our hearts: 
But virtue's the ſhield, thoſe hearts can ſecure, 
And paſſion's a ſickneſs diſcretion can cure. 


| He. 
Difcretion ! whyVenus would laugh at the name: 
If once in your boſom ſhe kindles a flame, 
In ſpite of yourſelf, you would hie to the grove ; 
For reaſon can't ſtruggle *gainft nature & love. 

She. 

Go, leave me, deceiver, let reaſon prevail; 
Gainſt nature and paſſion let fear turn the ſcale. 


. Both. «a I h F 
Nay, traytor, forbear ; Pm to honour a ſlave. 
Nay, faireſt, be kinder; to love Pm a ſlave. 


$50: N44 COCCXIVE 
In the Oratorio of Suſanna. 


SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient air ; 

Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. | 


Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro' the grove? © 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 
Ye bards, unenvied laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. SONG 


MH af ) 


S ON G cccxv. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 


V E true honeſt Britons, who love your own 
| land, . Me, 
Whoſe fires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and 
Who always beat France when they took her 
in hand, | 7 | 

Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with mez 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, Old England's 
; good cheer, | 
The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; 
Your wine-tipling, dram-ſipping fellows, re- 
treat, | ..... [be beat. 
But your beer-drinking Britons can never 
But your, &c. | 


The French with their vineyards are meagre 
and pale, * [fruit; 

They drink of the ſqueezings of half-ripen'd 
But we, who have hop-grounds to mellow our ale, 


Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, &c. 8 | 


Should the French dare invade us, thus arm'd 
| with our poles, [tern Jaws ring 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lan- 
For your beet-eating, beer-drinking Britons are 
| ſouls, - [try and king. 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their coun- 
Let us ſing, &c. 
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S O NG CCCXVE. 
The ACCIDENT. Sung at Sadlerd-Wells. 


S t'other day milking I ſat in the vale, 
Young Damon came up, to addreſs his 
ſoft tale, 7 
So ſudden, I ſtarted, and gave him a frown ; 3 
For he a. ee my cow, and my milk was kick d 
wn. 


Lord bleſs me! ſays I, what a- deuee can you 
| mean, 
To come thus upon me, uotbought-of, unſeen! 
Ine'er will approve of the love you —_ 
7 or, as miſchief began, perhaps miſchief may 
end. 


I little thought now, he'd bis e advance; 
But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance : 
Hebegg'd a kind kiſs, which I gave him, I'vow z 
And 11aid, my own felt, ail the fault on my cow. 


How many ways love can the boſom invade! 
His bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas! for a maid: 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at; 
But I thou ght it was beſt to ſay nothing of that. 


I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh ; 

For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhou'd ſurely comply, 

And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf tells, 

Tho' he flings down my milk, or does any thing 
elſe. 


6 


SO een. 
The UNION of LOVE and WINF. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. 


dT GED. women and wine I defy ev ry care, 
8 For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 


For life without theſe, &c. | 


Fach helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul 3 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 

Let'em have their own humour, and I will have 
mine. 


Wine pradently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 


*Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 

And Venus ne'er look*d with a fmile ſo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch 
from the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph 
Half divine, | * [wine; 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſap- 
| prove, | 

My bumper Ill quit to he bleſt with thy love 

For rather than forfeit tbe joys of my laſs, 

My bottle Pll break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 
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„8 ONeal. 
CROSS PURPOSES. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 

F*OM loves Mary paſſing well, 

And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 

But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 

5 And finds his love miſcaryx; 

2 For bonny Bell fer Thomas burns, 

1 Whilſt Mary ſhghts his paſſion + | 

So ſtrangely freakiſh are the turns 
Of human inclination. 


Moll gave Hal a wreath of flow'rs, 
E Which he, in am'rous folly, 
I Conſign'd to Bell, and in few hours 
q It came again to Molly : 
Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can be truer ; 
Each loves the object they purſue, 

But hates the kind purſuer. 


As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; 
And all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: 
If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne er ſaw people grummer ; 
If one has ſinil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good humour. 


Then, lovers, hence this leflon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh: nation; | 
How much 'tis every one's concern ; 
To ſmile at reformation. 95 
s And 
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And ſtill, thro” le, this rule purſue, . 
Whatever objects ſtrike you, 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thofe you love may like you. 


SON G CCCXIX. 


HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſh- 
man's food, 
It ennobled our veins , and enriched our blood ; 
Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were 


od : 
O the St b beef of Old England ! 
And O the Old Englith roaſt beef 


But fince we have learnt from all- -conquering 
France 
To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 
We're fed. up with e vain com- 
plaifance: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good cheer all day 

long, [ſong: 

Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? 

A ſneaking poor race, half begotten—and tame, 

Who fully thoſe honours that onceſhone in fame: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


When good queen Elizabeth fat on the throne, 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſhp-flops were known, 
The world was in terror, if cer ſhe did frown-: ; 

O the roalt beef, &c. | Nl 
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In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 


As witneſs, the vaunting armada of Spain; 
O the roalt beef, &c. 


Oh! then they had ſtomachs to eat and to fight, 
And when wrongs were a cooking, to do them- 
.*_ + ſelves rights NE (night: 
But now we're a pack of—T could - but good- 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef! 


8 N QCCXX: 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Chaplet. 
OU ſay, at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 

And vow'd that no angel was ever fo fair: 


How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke? 
What know we of angels? -I meant it in joke. 


T next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 

And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion re- 
move : [year 3 

J have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar- 

And not yet contented !—Have conſcience, my 
dear. 


$. 0-N © Ii. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 
DU s H about the briſk bowl, "twill enliven 
the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the graſs : 
The Lover, who talks of his ſuff'rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon d an als. 


Tha 


TheWretch, who fits watching his ill- gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves, &c. | 


TheBeau, who, ſo ſmart with his well powder'd 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, [hair, 
And thinks with grimace to tubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, | 
Delerves, &c. | 


TheMerchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Croeſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; . 

And oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the ais. 

Claps the horns, &c. | 


The Lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well fronted with braſs, 

Tho! he talk to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 

There you, my good friend, are an aſs, 
There you, &c. | 


The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; | 
The fick man a while may confide in his {kill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs, 
But death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Delerves to be reckon'd an als. 


SONG 
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S ON G CCOXXITL. 


” OU tell me Pm handſome, (I know not 
how true,) | 
And eaſy, and chatty, and good-humonr'd, too; 
That my lips are as red as the roſe-bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly 
in tune: | 
All this has been told me by twenty before ; 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more. 


If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 
Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I! 
My eaſe and good-humour ſhort raptures will 
bring; wy  [ſpring: 
My voice, like the nightingale's, knows but a 
For charms, ſuch as theſe, then, your praiſes 
* give O'er 3 | | [more, 
To love me for life, you muſt love me ſtill 
To love me, &c. 70 


Then talk not to me of a ſhape, or an air; 
For Chloe the wanton can rival me there: 
Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour as ſun-ſhine the 
day: 8 1 
For that if ho love me, your flame may be true, 
And I, in my turn, may be tavght to love, too, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love, too. 


SONG 
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SN 
Sung by Mrs. Vernon. 


AIN is ev'ry fond endeavour 
To relift the tender dart; 

For examples move us never ; 

We muſt feel, to know the ſmart. 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 

And our beauties ſets to view; 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, | 
_ Bids us think *tis all our due, 

Bids us think *tis all our due. 


Softer than the vernal breezes 
| Is the mild, deceitful ſtrain ; 
Frowning truth our fex diſpleaſes; 
; Flatt'ry never ſues in vain : 
But, too ſoon, the happy lover 
] | Does our tend'reft hopes deceive : 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 


A S O N. G CLRECEXESY. 
N | Sung in The Chaplet. | 
Cy HAT med'cine can ſoften the boſom” 1 
O, if ont keen ſmart ? 
Qs W hat Lethe can baniſh the pain ? 
f What cure can be met with to ſooth the fond 
heart, 


That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain? 
E : In. 


| 
| 
= 
= 
| 
| 
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In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
The ſports of the wake and the green! 
When Colin is dancing, I ſay, with a ſigh, 
Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales 


| moan 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 
You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 


A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove ; 

For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura betray'd, 
And Damon pretended to love. 


S8 ON G CCCXXV. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 55 
Arewel, my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain, 


| Quite ſick of his bondage, can ſuffer his 


chain ; [diſdain ; 
Nay, arm not your brow with ſuch haughty 
My heart leaps with joy to be free once again. 
Sing tol derol derol, 
Derol tol lol derol lol lol; 
Sing tol derol lol lol lol derol. : 


I' live like the birds, thoſe ſweet tenants of May, 

Who always are ſportful, who always are gay; 

How ſweetly their ſonnets they carol all day! 

Their love is but frolic, their courtſhip but play. 
Sing tol derol, &c. | 


If ſtruck by à beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 


In chirping ſoft notes they her pity 
1 de 


w © 


he 


6265 
She yields to intreaty : and when the fit's o'er, 


*Fis a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tol derol, cæcc. 


$8 ONO CA. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 
| Damon. | 
T HRE E goddeſſes ſtanding together, 
Thus puzzled young Paris one day: 
Can I judge the value of either, 
Where both bear fo equal a ſway ? 
| Paſtora. 


Conſider my wit and condition, 
Conſider my perſon likewiſe ; 

I never was us'd to petition 
But priythee make uſe of your eyes. 


« Laurg. 


No merit I plead, but my paſſion ; 


*T was needleſs to mention your vow: 
Reflect, with a httle compaſſion, 
On what this poor boſom feels now. 


| Damon. 
Some genius direct me, or demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong: 


' Youre part of the goods of Palemon; [ToPaft, 


I give you to whom you belong. 
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s O N G cccxxvn. ” 
Sung by Mrs, Clive, in The Chaplet. 


N vain I try my every art, 
Nor can I fix one fi ngle heart, 
Yet I'm not old nor u 8 

Let me conſult my tdi l glaſs— 
A face much worſe than this might paſs; 
echinke I look full ſmugly. 


Yet bleſt with all theſe pow'rful charms. 2 
The young Palemon fled theſe arms, 
That wild unthinking rover » 
Hope, filly maids, as fure to bind 
The rolling ftream, the flying wind, 
As fix a rambling lover. 


Put hamper'd in the marriage nooſe, . = 

In vain they ſtruggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot: 

Like madmen, how they rave and ſwear!” 

A while they ſhake their chains, and * 
But then lie down in 14277 R 


S ON G ECOXXVIIL 


Sung o Mr. Beard, and Mrs. Vernon, iu 
The Chaplet. | | 


Damon, 


ET all day I will ſit at your ge, 
Where poplars far ſtretching o'er- arch the 


5 


cool tide; 


And, 


( 287+ )) 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruſh andthe linnet contend intheir ſong, 
The thruſh and thelinnet contend in their ſong, 
Sage ene 
While you are but by me, no danger I fear; 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols 
maß please, ein een : 
For my ſhepherds kind, and my heart is at eaſe, 
For my ſhepherd, &c. +1 Ea 
Ve virgins of Britain, briglit rivals of day, 
The with ofeachheart,and the theme of e i 
Ne'er yield to the ſwain till he make you a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life, 
For he who, &c. e N i e 12 


| Laura. | 55 
Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of 
the fair ; | d +4 
*Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin affiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born to 


Nor betray, &c. N [defend, 
8 Duetto. { 

For their honour and faith be our virgins re- 
nown'd 488 [found : 


Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be 
Be their moments all guidedby virtue and truth, 
To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in 

their youth, Iltheir youth, 
To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in 


Z 2 SONG 


A 


8 0 N 8 ccxxlx. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in The * 


ECLAR E, my pretty WAS cr 
| Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry? 
With you Þ'11 toy, I'll kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry; hang me if I marry: 
With you Pll toy, I'll kiſs and Play; 3 
But hang me if I marry. | 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry | 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs and Pſa ; 
But hang me if I marry : | 
With vou, &c. 


Tho charms and wit aſſall, 

The ſtroke I well can parry: 
I love to kiſs, to toy and play ; . 

But do not chooſe to marry ; wet 7, 
1 love, &c, 


Young Molly of the dale, 
Makes a mere flaye of Harry; 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs' d. 
The fooliſh ſwain would marry; 
Becauſe, &c. 


Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
I to the grave will carry; 
With you I'll toy, and kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry,—bang me if I marry: 
With you [Il toy, and kiſs and play; | 
But hang me if I marry, 


L 


SONG 


e 8 
SETS 55 n 
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S O NG CCCXXX. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 
1 Know that my perſon is charming, 
Beyond what a clown can diſcover; 


That dowdy, your ſenſes alarming, 
Proves what a dull thing is a lover. 


PII quit the dull plains for the city, 
Where beauty is follow'd by merit: 

Your taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity; » 
Your wit who would wiſh to inherit ? 


Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 
And that I my anger would ſmother : 

'The loſs of one lover can't vex me ; 
My charms will procure me another. 


I ne'er was more pleas'd, ] afſure you; 
(How odious they look ! I can't bear em!) 
I wiſh you much joy of your fury ; 
(My rage into pieces could tear em!) 


SO N G eee. 


The POWER of NATURE 
Set by Mr. Long. 
| HERE virtue encircles the fair, 
h There lilies and roſes are vain ; 
Each bloſſom muſt drop with deſpair, 
Where innocence takes up her reign ; 
No gaudy embelliſhing arts 
The fair-one need call to her aid, 
Who kindly by nature imparts 
The graces that nature has made. 
| * 


The 
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( 270 ) 
The ſwain who has ſenſe, muſt deſpiſe 
| Each coquettiſh art to enſnare ; 
If timely ye'd Ag be wiſe, 
Attend to my counſel, ye fair; 
Let virgins whom nature has bleſt, 
Her ſovereign dictates obey ; 
For beauties by nature expreſt 
Are'beauties that never decay, 


S * O N Dee. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


LEXIS, : thepherd, young, conſtant, and 
kind, . 
Has often declar'd I'm the nymph to his mind: 
I think he's ſincere, and he will not deceive ; 
But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution 


W believe. 
ts He brought me this roſe that you ſee in my 
: breaſt ; [reſt : 


He begg'd me to take it, and ſigh'd out the 
T could not do leſs than the favour receive; 
And he thinks it now ſweeter, I really believe. 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you: 
How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the 

view! ſmuſt conceive 
Twould fade if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe 
I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks he attends : if they ſtray from the 
Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain; {[plain, 
Then begs, a dear kiſs for his labour I'Il give; 
And I n&er ſhall refuſe him, I really 1 
ET _ - 


( 272 ) 

He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 

To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe ; 

And tells me ſweet ſtories from morning to eve; 

Then he fwears that he loves, which I really 
| believe. 


An old maid J once was determin'd to die; 
But that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye: 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
With joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


8 O N O Dc. 
Sung in Lethe. | 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles 
perplex, | | 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex 
_ Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 
Who rife without joy, and lie down without reſt; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 
„ N [care. 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 


Old maigs ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 

And young ones the rover they cannot regain 

The may forget how laſt night he was 

cdoy d, aps 

And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd: 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all berwants, 


Or drench her fond fool to forget her . . 
| | 8 


TE CT! N 2 4 ER * 


( [278 -] 
The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day 2 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 
care; ; { care. 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 


S O NG CCCXXXIV. 


Sung by Mrs. Cibber, in The Oracle. 


WW zz you with her you love be bleſt, 
| Ve lovers, theſe inſtructions mind, 


Conccal the paſſion in your breaſt, 


Be dumb, inſenſible, and blind- 
But when with gentle looks you meet, 
And ſee the artleſs bluſhes riſe, 
Be ſilent, loving, and diſcreet; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


When once you prove the maid ſincere, , 
Where virtue 1s with beauty join'd ; 
Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind: 
Pour forth the traniports of your heart, 
And ſpeak your ſoul without diſguiſe z 
Tis fondneſs, fondneſs muſt impart; - 
The Oracle no more implies. 


Tho” pleaſing, fatal is the ſnare, 
That ſtill entraps all womankind ; 
Ladies, beware, be wile, take care, 
Be deaf, inſenſible, and blind: _ 
But ſhould ſome fond deſerving youth 
Agree to join in Hymen's ties, 
Be tender conſtant, crown bis truth; 


The Oracle no more 1mpiles. SONS 


RET 
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en e eee. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
Wy HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was 


feen, ; 

He flightly regarded her air and her mien, 
He ſlightly regarded her air and her mien : 
The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend ; 
From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did 

move, VE. 
And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love, 
And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love. 


New charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was 
known ; | 

Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own, 
Her face, &c. | 

Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And ev'ry dear virtue beam'd forth in her mind: 
Still, ſtill for the fanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Till a ſigh gave the omen, and ſhew'd it was love, 
Till a ſigh, &c. . 


Now, proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all pleaſure, but being with her, 
Grows, dull, &c. * [ break ; 
He's mute, till his heart-ftrings are ready to 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak; 
And wanders a willing example to prove, 
That friendſhip with woman is ſiſter to love, 
That friendſhip, &c, | 
| A lovep 


( 274 ) 
A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence ; 
Not a dupe to her tmiles, but a ſlave to hex ſenſe, 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a flave to her ſenſe; 
His paſſion. nor wrinkles nor age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 
And Time, that ſhall Beauty's ſhort empire re- 
move, Fe . 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love, 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love. 


GN &:..CCCASEVL, 
Sung by Mr. Beard. Sete Mr. Howard, 


FE that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him; 
For in his wants there is one to. relieve 
him : | 
He may fleep quietly when his wife's waking: 
And may be tree from care, void of pains- 
| taking: 3 
And his condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Ceſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The captain upon the ſea prays for fair weather, 
While his wife and his mate ſail both together; 
Star-gazing on her back, at the moon's motion, 
While the poor cuckold is at his devotionz 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Ceſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The merchant upon the ſea ſearching for trea- 
- +1 WECs 
What tho' his merchandize be out of meaſure; 
Yet, if he kiſs a girl, while be is ranging, 
His wife repays him, a bill of exchange, in: 
B 


we 
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But his condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Ceſar and Pompey: were both of them horned. 


The greateſt lawyer, that ever was ſent us, 
Often returns his wife, Non oft inventus ; 
And tho” he never ſo wiſe in his place is, 
She will ſtill find that a flaw in his caſe is: 
Vet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cefar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The greateſt ſtateſman, that e'er was applauded, 
Nee d not to laugh at a citizen horned ; 7 
For, if 'tis true, as in ancient relations, 

The city-dames ſtill obey the court-faſhions: 
Vet his condition is not to he fcorned, 

Ceſar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


While the poor parſon with zeal is expounding, 
Telling the people their fins are abounding; 
Some one, perhaps, pays his tythes to his wife, 
Heedleſs of rules for ainendment of life: 

Yet his condition is not to be {corned,. 

Cefar and Pompey were both of them horned.” 


You that are cuckolds, let this be your comfort, 

There are few others between this and Rum- 
ford: ity 

Brethren all in a row, ſhake hands together, 

And never diſdain to wear the bull's Rather | 

For your condition is not to be fcorned, 

Celar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


SONG 


( ane 


S ON G CCCXXXVIL 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Seek not at once in a female to find 
1 The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind ; 
Let the fair one Tlove have but prudence. inview, 
That, tho' ſhe deceive, I mayſtill think her true: 
Be her e not beauteous, but pleaſing and 
clean; | | 

Let her temper becloudleſs, and open her men: 
By folly, ill nature, nor vanity led, 

Nor indebted to paint, - nor indebted to paint, 
For white or for red, for white or for red. 

May ber tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of 
| the ſex, Sis | 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 
For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteft ; 
May her humour the taſte of the company hit, 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wt: 
Go find oat the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And I'll loveher for ever, — I'll love her for ever, 
—I mean, if I can, —I mean, if I can. 


S O'N G CCCXXXVIIL 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent. 


E T me wander not unſeen 
By hedge-row elms on hillocks green; 
There the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; | 
And 


* 


60 
And the milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe; 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
| And the jocund rebecs found, 
| To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. 


; S O0 NO | COCXEXIX. 


HOPE. A PasTORAL. 
uy Set by Mr. Arne. 
of Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 


Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, | 


15 
5 And my hills are white-over, with ſheep : 
| I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 

it., Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 

t: My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

7 Where the hare- bells and violets grow, 
er, Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
L have found where the wood - pigeons breed: 

But let me that plunder forbear; a 
She'll ſay twas a barbarous deed, 

For he ne'er could be true, the aver'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 

J lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, &c. | 


And rv „ Os | "AS 
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Bnt where does my Phillida ſtray ? | 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle, as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as-fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


8 O N G + CGCXL. 
Set Dr. Arne. 
AV fair, ye ſwains, is gone aſtray; 
The little wand'rer loſt her way 
In gath'ring flow'rs the other day; 
 Foor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phillis, 
Ah! lead her home, ye gentle ſwains, TA 
Who know an abſent lover's pains, 
And bring her ſafely o'er the plains ; 

My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. - 
Conceive what tortures rack my mind ; 
And, if you'll be ſo juſt and kind, 

I'll give you certain marks to find 

My Phillis, &c. wh 
W hene'er a charming form you ſee, 
Serenely grave, ſedately free, 

And mildly gay, it muſt be the ; 
"Tis Phillis, &c. 
Not boldly bare, nor half undreſt, 
But under cover lightly preſt, 
In ſecret plays the little breaſt 
Of Phillis, &c. 


( 279 ) 
When ſuch a heav'nly voice you hear, 
As makes you think a Dryad near, 
Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my dear; 
"Tis Phillis, &c. 


The nymph, whoſe perſon, void of ah, 

Has ev';y grace, in ev'ry part, | 

With murd'ring eyes, yet harmleſs hearts 
Is Phillis, &c. 

Whoſe teeth are like an iv'ry row, 

Whole ſkin is like the cleareſt ſnow, * 

W hoſe face like - nothing that I KOT 

Is Phillis, &c. 


But reſt, my ſoul, 3 bleſs your fate; 
The Gods, who form'd a piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and fo complete, 
As Phillis; Fes 8 
Proud of their hit in ſuch a flow r, 
Which ſo exemplifies their pow'r, 
Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous hour, 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


SO N A D. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


HE breed came forth frae the barn, 
And ſhe was ditting her cheeks ; 
How can I be married to-day, 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets? 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants a covering too ? 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 


en Has e'en reet muckle to da. . 
| Aaz Woo d 


6161 


Woo'd and marry'd and ar, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 

And was the not very weel off, | 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 


What is the matter? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be ſcant o' claiths, 

We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the fleas. 

The ſummer is coming on, 
And we's get pickles a woo ; 

Wess fee a laſs of our ain, 

And ſhe'll ſpin blankets enow. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 
The deel ſtick aw this preed! + 
J had ne a plack in my pocket, 
The day I was made a breed. 
My gown was linſy-winſey, | 
And ne'er a fark at aw; | ; 
And you ha* gowns and buſkins, 


Mair than ane or twa, . 
| Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came in frae the plough : 
Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And ye'ſe get geer enough; 
The ſtirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 
To lade your corn in harveſt; 
What wad you ha' you jade? 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then 


41 
Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
As he came hence frae the kye: 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha? had yon, 
Had he known you, as weel as I; 
For you're baith preud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wife; 
Gin I ne'er ha' a better than you, 
I'ſe ne'er ha? ane in my life. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 
Then up ſpake the breeds ſiſter, 
As ſhe ſat down by the fire: 
© gin I married to-neet, 

Tis aw that I'd deſire : 

But 1, poor girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I caw; 
I did not care what came o' me, 

So I had but a gude man. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw: 

And was he not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry* and aw? 


8 O N G CCCXIU._ 


The Words by Mr. Pope. 


APP the man whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 


Content to breathe his native air 
In his own ground: 


W hoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
M hele flocks ſupply him with attire; | 
Whole trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 


In winter fire. 


A a 3 


As - 
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Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, days, and years, ſlide ſoft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
YG. | Quiet by day, 
Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and caſe 
Together mix'd, ſweet recreation, 
And innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 
5 With meditation. 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
0 Tell where I lie. 


S O N. G CecxLII. 
The Words by Mr. Gay. 


A LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 

The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 

When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh ! where ſhall I my true love find ? 

Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 

If my ſweet William fails among your crew? 


William, who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below; Ek 
The cord flies ſwittly thro' bis glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 

If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 

And drops at once into her neſt. 


The. 


1s. 
bo 


For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale; 


Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 


Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


( a3 ) 


The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 


Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet, 


O Suſan ! Suſan ! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear: 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. ; 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee ſailors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di monds bright; ; 


Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 


William ſhall to his dear return : 
Love turns afide the balls that round me fly, 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, | 
The ſails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread 3 3 3*. 4 
No longer muſt the ſtay on board z- - 

They kiſs' d, the figh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows — land; 
Adieu! : ſhe cry d, and wav d her lily band. 

| SONG 


1 + ) 
S ON G CCCXIIv. 
Sung by Miſs Brent, at Ranelagh. 
l what joys does conqueſt yield, 
When, returning from the field, 
In triumphant ſtate we ſee 
The god- like hero crown'd with victory! 
Laurel wreaths his head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving in the wind; 
Fame her golden brumpet ſounding, 
Ev'ry voice in chorus join'd ; 
All uniting to proclaim | 
Th' immortal honours of his name. 


S8 O N G +CCCXLV. 


Sung by Miſs Brent. The Words and Mufic by 
| Dr. Arne. p 


TY MPHS and ſhepherds, come away, 
Wanton in the ſweets of May; 
Trip tt o'er the flow'ry lawns, 
Wanton as the bounding fawns : 
Frolic, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away. 


s O NG COCXLVIE. 
The LUCKY FALL. St by Dr. Arne. 
Band of Cupids t'other day | 
Were in a myrtle grove, 
Till tir'd of ev'ry boyiſh play, 
They made a-matclr to rove : 


« But 
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© But where? cry'd one (the cock of all) 
« Let's fix upon a place: | : 
% Hang Paphos and Olympus hall; 
« I vote for Chloe's face.” 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew; . 

And gath'ring round the fair, 

As ſwarms of bees on flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there; 

Some on her lips, her noſe, and chin; 
A ſcore on either cheek, 

While fifty to her eyes went in 
To play at hide and ſeek. 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 
The wranglers to have heard, - 
For place diſputing all the-while, 
Tho' each his own preferr d: 
Till chancing from her lips to flide, 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, _ | 
And creeping down, in triumph cry'd, 
Who's ſtation's now the beſt ??” 


S O NG CCCXLVIL 
Sung in The Repriſal. 
RO M the man whom I love tho' my heart 
1 we Ae | 85 e 
T will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 


And if he has fenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture Idraw. 


A wit 
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4 wit without W without fancy a beau; ; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like acrow: 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon; 
In courage a hind, 1n conceit a gaſcoon. 


A peacock, &c. 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſhiod a fox ; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfceling” as rocks: 
As a tiger ferocious, perverſe as a 1030 

In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a % 
As a tiger, &Cc. * 
In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather ; 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture draw 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture Idraw, 


s 0 N 6 enn, 


Sung by Mi ifs Brent, in The Jovial Crew. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
HE ladies look gay when of beauty they 
boaſt, [creas*d ; ; 
And miſers are enry'd when wealth is in- 
The vapours oft kill all the joys of a toaſt, 
And the miſer's a wretch when he * for 
the feaſt. 


The pride of the great, of the rich, of the fair, 
May pity beſpeak, but envy can't move; 

My thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 

No more my fond heart is deſiring, 


Than freedom, content, and the man that 
I love, SONG 


(C 


S O N..G -, CCCXLIX. 


Is the Serenata of Solomon. Sung by Mrs.Vincents 
at Marybone. Set by Dr. Boyce, 


ALMY ſweetneſs ever flowing, F 
From her dropping hp diſftils; ' * 
Flowers on her cheeks are blowing; 
And her voice with muſic thrills : 
Zephyrs o'er the ſpices flying, 
Wafting ſweets from ev'ry tree, 
Sick'ning ſenſe with odours cloying, 
Breathe not half ſo ſweet as ſhe. 


: S O N G CCCT. 
b Sung in Alfred. Set by Dr. Arne. 
RISE, ſweet meſſenger of morn, 
With thy mild beams this iſle adorn 
For, long as ſhepherds pipe and play, 
This, this ſhall be a holiday. © 


See ! morn appears ; a rofy hue 
Steals ſoft o'er yonder orient blue: 


3 Well are we met in trim array, 
3 To frolic out this holiday. _ 
r Each nymph, be like the blaſhing morn, 


That gaily brightens o'er the lawn ; 
Each ſhepherd, like the ſun be gay, 
And gratetul keep this holiday. 


$ONG 
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'... $6266 2. 6c 
0 Sung by Miſs Brent, in the Opera of Eliza. 


HO D know the ſweets of liberty? 
"Tis to climb the mountain's brow z 


Thence to diſcern rough induſtry 


At the harrow or the plough : | 
"Tis where my ſons their-crops have ſown, 
Calling the harveſt all their own, 


Never felt unmanly fear; 
»Tis where the eye, with milder pride, 
Nobly ſheds ſweet pity's tear, 
Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee ; 
Theſe are the ſweets of liberty. 


SON © Cc. I. , 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Search'd the fields of ev'ry kind, 
The faireſt flow'rs I chole, 

And ſent them in a wreath to bind 
My Roſalinda's brows, L 
My Roſalinda's brows. 

Here tyacinthus, ting'd with blood, 

In purple beauty glows ; 

There, burſting from the ſwelling bud, 
Appears the bluſhing roſe, 

Appears the bluſhing role, 


Here 


” 
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Here violets of purple hue, | 
Chaſte lilies white as now, 
Narciſſuſes that drink the dew, 
And near the fountain blow, 
And near the fountain blow. 
To boaſt thy charms when crown'd with chose, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous maid ! | 
Thy face, that blooms ſo like the roſe, 
Like that, alas! will fade, 
Like that, alas! will fade. 


S O N G CCCLI. 
A. favourite CANTATA. Set by Dr. Pepuſch, 


REeciTarTivVe. | 
EE! frond 4 ſilent grove Alexis flies, 

And ſeeks, with ev'ry pleaſing art, © 

To eaſe the pain which lovely eyes 
Created in his heart: 

To ſhining theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving alrs, 
Where thus to muſic's pow'r the ſwain ad- 
, dreſs'd his pray rs. 


” AIX. 
Charming ſounds, that ſweetly oc 
Muſic, oh, compoſe my anguiſh | 
Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee, 
- Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee : 
Phœbus, quickly then reheve me, 
* Cupid that no. more deceive me z 
15 11 to ſprightlier joys be free, 
410 to pi Sutlier joys be free, 


B b 'REct- 


( 29 

| RECITATIVE. 
Apollo heard the fooliſn ſw an;; 

He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak, taſſuage an am'rous pain, 

His own harmonious voice had prov'd, 
And all his healing herbs how vaan : 
Then thus he ftrikes the ſpeaking ſtrings, 
Preluding to his voice, and ſings. 


= AIX. 


Sounds, tho* charming, can't relieve thee; 
Do not, ſhepherd, then deceive thee ; 
Muſic is the voice of love, 
Muſic is the voice of love: 
If the tender maid believe thee, 
0 Soft relenting, kind conſenting, 
Will alone thy pain remove, 
Will alone thy pain remove. 
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S O. N. CCCLIV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. ; 


MR LLA demanding the aid of my pen, 
To tell what df her were the thoughts of 
the men, . 
Inſiſted for once I would alter my tune, 
And write panegyrics as well as lampoon: 
With candour deſcribing the woman I ſee, 
When I ſteal from my glaſs, to Myrtilla and tea. 


If the eyes ſweet employ to the ſoul give delight, 
And beauty's an object engaging to fight ; 
How kind 1s my fair one, whoſe ſtudies confeſs, 


Aer aim is at nature's amendment in dreſs ! 
Rohan | 2 


( (29x72) } 
The" oft? in the ſtructure, miſtaking the lan, 


She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhou'd give pleaſure 


to man. 


When I hear her ſweet voice in its natural key, 
Her good-humour'd prattle is muſic to me; 
Her kiſs would ſoon make the dull hermit forego * 
His cell and high views, for that heaven below: 


But when for a trifle with anger grown bold, 


Her words are but diſcord, her kiſſes are cold. 
Like dew to the flowers is love to mankind ; 


Each ſenſe's enjoyment in woman we find, 


Unleſs affectation, that bane to the fair 
Unfetters the heart they attempt to enſnare: 
Let nature the ſcience of pleaſing direct, - 
A. charm ill- diſplay'd ſoon becomes a defect. 


S O N G,,CCCLY.. 
Sung by Mr. Champnes, in the Entertainment 9 
Arcadia. Set by Mr. Battiſhilll. 


Fond father's bliſs is to number his race, 
And exult in the bloom that juſt buds on 

their face; n 

With their prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again. 
Men of pleaſure, be mute; this is life's lovely 
view; e renew. 

When we look on our young ones, our youth 


Thus loving we live, and thus loving enjoy; 
No deceit here diſtracts, no debauches deſtroy; 
5 B b 2 From 
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From the May-morn of youth to Winter's 
| white age, [life's ſtage ; 
Hand in hand with Contentment we fing thro” 
And w__ Death bids us ſtop, we end eaſy our 
ſo lo 
Then f give the gods thanks that we've Iiv'd welt 


| 8 ON G | CCCLVI. 
The TEMPEST of WAR. 
Sung by ur. Vernon, at Vauxhall- Gardens. 
L T the tempeſt of war 
heard from afar, 
With trumpets' and cannons? alarms 3 
Let the brave, if they will, 
By their valour or fkill, 
Seek honour and conqueſt i in arms. 


To live ſafe, and retire, : 

Is what I defire, / 
Of. my flocks and my Chloe — 

For * I obtain 

True peace without pain, 
And the laſting enjoyment of reſt: 


In ſome cottage or cell, 

Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 
From all interruption at cal? z- 
In a peaceable life, 

To be bleſt with a wife, | 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe | 


30NG 
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00) N G CCCLVII. 1 


LE MEILLE UR MEDI IN. 


8 I 0 K of the town, fair Delia flew 
To Contemplation's rural ſeat ;- 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great; 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
Tne moſs-grown roof, the matted floor; 3 | 
All theſe Refa na mighty well; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more, Pri 


Back to the buſy wor Id again 
She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind 5 
Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, a 
By turns, her fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within ner ow'r 3 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething 25 


Cities and groves, by turns, were try da 
*Twasg all, ye fair, an idle tale, 
Delia at length became a bride, * 
A bride to Damon of the vale ; 
Behold, at once the gloom was clear'd; - 
Damon was kind and from that hour 
Lach place a paradiſe appear'd, | 
ang Dela wanted weng more. 
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MAT EVE; or, KATE of ABERDEEN. 
Sung by Miſt Polly Young, at Vauxhall, 

Siet by Mr. Battiſhill. 
H E ſilver Moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected ligt: 
To courts be gone! keart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've fo feldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen, 
The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, | | 
'Till Morn unbars her golden gafe, | ] 
And gives the promis'd May: 
'Fhe nymphs and ſwains ſhall all dectare | 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, | F 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, | J 
As Kate of Aberdeen. | 


Tlltune my pipe to playful notes; I 

And Sr, 2, 2 7 . f 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, C 
And hail the maid I love : a 8 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, - | 

T 

vw 


And quits the new-dreſs'd green 
Fond birds, *tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis. Kate of Aberdeen. 


| (2950 
Now blitheſome o'er the dey d., 
Where elves diſportive 777 * k 
The feſtive dance — ſnepherds lead, 


Or ſing their tuneful lay, 
Till May in morning- robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin- queen; 
The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
% Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


8 O0 N G -COCUX. 
The JOYS of HARVEST. 
| Set by Mr. Battiſhill. | 


Y 


the plains, ſwains, 


And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and 


As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 


And end all their toils With a dance and à ſong: l 


Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 


Bleak Winter's approach they behold without 


fear, 


And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, 


Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languuh for 
more. | 


Dear Chloe, from them let ns learn to be wife, 


And uſe every moment of life as it flies; 

Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt 
improve, Wi PO 

For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love : 


Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 


To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 
Whoſe frowns th 


eye, | 
Bamp the 1 in my boſom, and paltev'ry joy. 
| 5 SONG 


x 
An 


Tow Pleafure unbounded. reſounds oer 


all diſarm even Chloe's bright 


— 


_ =y 


3 


That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


( 
S ONO 'CCCLX. 

Sung by en 4 4, 

ATR Hebe I left with a cautious deſigagg | 

To *ſcape from her charms, and to drown 


em in wine; . etiiinls bony | 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, .. 


+ » 


The wine in my head, and (till love in my heart. 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, i 

Who paus'd on my caſe, and each.circumſtance | 
weights; e eee 5 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 

That's a truth, reply d I, I've ng need to be | 
taught; 5 


I came for your counſel to find out a fault : 
If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 


What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 


While, like lightning, ſhe darts through ach : : 
| throbbing vein? | 
My ſenfes ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms, 


And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms, | 
--4 pt, | 7% ©) | 
S ON CCM. 
Sung at Ranelagh. _ | +94 I ] 
1 Told my nymph, I told her true, ; ] 
I My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few 
While fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, f 
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of crops deftroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And was not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd, became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 
And is not Flavia then ſincere? 
How, if ſhe deign*d my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs: 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmibd to hear 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 


Go ſhear your flocks; ye jovial ſwains; 
Go reap the plenty of your plains : 
Deſpoil'd of all which you fevere, 
i know my Flavia's love's fincere. 


\ S O N G CCCLXIL 
JENNY of the GREEN 
| Sung by Mr. Beard. 
Wa others ſtrip the new-fall'n fnows,, 
And ſteal its fragrance from the roſe, 
To dreſs their fancy's queen 
Fain would I fing, but words are faint. 
All muſic's powers toò weak to paint 
My Jenny of the Green. 


Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtream, 
How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeenn 
While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, : 
The,winds would murmur ſoft applauſe By 


4s Jenny of the Green, 


- 
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With joy my ſoul reviews the day, | 
When, deck'd in all the pride of May, 
She hail'd the ſylvan ſcene; 
Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 
Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and eaſe 
Of Jenny of the Green. | | 


Then, deaf to ey'ry rival's ſigh, 
On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien: 
The fragrant myrtle wreath IT wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair 
Of Jenny of the Green. 
Through all the fairy land of love 
I'll ſeek my pretty wand' ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen; 
Tho* now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 
Tho' far apart, I'll meet again 
My Jenny of the Green. | 
But thou, old Time, *till that bleſs'd night 
That brings her, back with ſpeedy flight, | 
Melt down the hours between; | 
And when we meet, the loſs repay, r 
On loit'ring wink prowng EF... Wy 
With Jenny of the Green. ay ae 
S ON G ceclxIII. 
FEMALE” ADVICE... 
Set zy Mr. Battiſhill. at 5 8 5 
PLE SUING beauty, men deſcry. , .., 
The diſtant ſhore, and long to proye, 
Still richer in 28 b. My | s 2Hniw 1 
The treaſures of the land of loy, Wa 


4 

We women, like weak Indians, ſtand, 
Inviting from our golden coaſt 

The wand' ring rovers to our land; 
But ſhe who trades with them is loſt. 


With humble vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing unſeen into the heart; 
But, by poſſeſſion ſettled in, 

They quickly act another part. 


For beads and baubles we reſign 

In ignorance our ſhining ſtore, 
Diſcover nature's richeſt mine, 

And yet the tyrants will have more. 


Ye fair, take heed, forbear to try _ 
How men can court, or you be won; 
For love is but diſcovery 


When that is made the pleaſure's done. 


s O N G ceœclxiv. 
Sung in the Maſque of Alfred. 


E warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
To chear me your harmony bring; 
Unleſs, ſince my ſhepherd is gone, 
You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing; 
Each flower declines its ſweet head, 
Nor odours around me will throw, 
While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead 
Seems kindly to pity my woe. 


Each rural amuſement I try, 
In vain to reſtore my paſt eale;z, — 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the power to pleaſe; * 


Ye 
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Ye ſeaſons that brighten the grove, 
Not long for your abſence we mourn; 
But Strephon neglects me and love, 
: He roves, and will neyer return. 


As gay as the ſpring is my dear 
And ſweet as all flowers combin'd 3 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can cheer, 
Ah! why then, like winter, unkind 2 
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Unkind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be ; 

To Celia and Chloe makes love, 
And only is cruel to me. 


8 O N 6/ CCCLXv. 


AS TE, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair, 
To ſoft Elyſian gales; 
From ſmoke to ſmiling ſkies repair, 
And ſun-ylymin'd vales: 

No ſighs, no murmurs, haunt the grove, 
But bleſſings crown the plains; , | 
Here calm @ontentment, heav'n-born maid, 

And Peace, the cherub, reigns. 
O come! for thee the roſes bloom, 
The deep carnation grows; 
For thee ſweet vi'lets breathe perfume, 
- The white-rob'd lily blows z = 
For thee their ſtreams the Naiads.roll, 
The daiſied hilfs are gay, 
Where 8 of Amelia's foul) 
The ſpotleſs lambkins play, 


From 


d. 
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From vale to vale the zephyrs rove, 

To rob th' unfolding flow'rs; | 
And muſie melts in ev'ry grove, EP 
— To charm thy rural hours; | 
The warbling lark, high-poiz'd in air, 
Exerting all his pride, 
Will ſtrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 

+ Who pleaſes all beſide, 


SONG ccelxvl. 
LOVE*sELEG V. Set by Mr. Battiſhill, 


AREWE L, Ianthe, faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain 

Who with fond hopes my heart betray'd, 
And fann'd love's kindling flame, 
Yet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 

To Coryden's rich heir, 
Who with gay veſtments did adorn 

Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair, 


Adieu, my native ſoil; ye vales, 
High wodds, and tufted hills : 
Adieu, ye groves. and flow'ry dales, 
Clear ſtreams and cryftal rills: 
Adieu ; ye bring into my mind 
* Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 
When Iphis found Ianthe kind, 

And pleaſure ſtrew'd his ways. 


0 4 Ere dawn my homely ſteps I'll bend, 


Where diſtant mountains riſe, © 
In hopes that reaſon. there may fend 
That aid the here denies; ; 
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That time and abſence may efface 
Her image from my breaſt. 
Which, while the there maintains a place, 
Can never taſte of reſt. | 


S ON G CCCLXVIL. 
RETIREMENT. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 
AREWELL, the ſmoaky town, adieu 

Each rude and ſenſual joy; 
Gay, fleeting pleaſures, all untrue, 
+ hat in poſleſſion cloy. | 
Far from the garniſt'd ſcene I'll fly, 
Where Folly keeps her court, | 
To wholeſome, ſound philoſophy, | 
And harmleſs rural ſport, 


How happy is the humble cell, 
How Rel the deep retreat, 
Where ſorrow's billows never ſwell, 
Nor paſhon's tempeſts beat 


But ſafely, thro' the ſea of life, 
Calm reaſon waſts us o'er, 
Free from ambition, noiſe, and ftrife, 
To death's eternal ſhore. | 
SONG CCCLXVHI. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 
HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and flick ts 
y glats; 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own ; 
. Ang, ityoudon'tlikethem, why let them —_ 
* | tho“ 
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| ([eg | 
Althe“ I have left her, the truth I' deelare: 
1 believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was falt * 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and fmiles, I muſt own; 
But, tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth the could 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, [frowh; 
Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


Her Hlies and roſes were juſt in their prime; 
Yet lilies and roſes are 4 * by time: 

But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They 3 ag love would in time have been 
rw, 

And that beauty's infipid when once tis enjoy'd: 

But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy; 

For the longer I drink, the more thirty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove + 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in loves 
But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival con- 
tends 5 7 ©: 201 offends. T 


For the more we love liquor, the more we are 


She too 2 have poiſon'd the joy of my life 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling Fe rn 8 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring: 
And a big - belly d bottles a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 
It brings on es, and haſtens old © Lily ; 
But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 
And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in 
the grave. 034117 206 ate>._ . 
Cez Perhaps, 
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She has left me to get an eſtate, or a Lord: 
But my bumber (regarding nor title or pelf,) 
Will ſtand by me, When 1 can't ſtand myſelf, 
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She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy 3 


and ty. 


8 0 N 6 cœclxxx. 
Sung in the Maſque of Alfred. 
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mand, 
Aroſe from out:the azure main, 1 
Aroſe, &c. | 


And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain: 


For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, | 4 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 


and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. © 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More TY 
More dreadful, &c. 
As the loud btaft that tears the ſkies, | x 0 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 2 
Rule; Britannia, &c. Thee 


25 


Perhaps, like her ſex; ever falſe to their word, 4 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 


5 Should 9 deubt what 1 Wh take a W | 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's com- 


JT His was the charter; the chan vf the Jad, 


Ru e, Britannia, Britannia 1 . 
Whülſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh en 


ful from each een n 1 


n 
* 
hal 


(( 3%- ) 

Thee haughty tyrants ne'ar ſhall tame; 
Al their attempts to bend thee down, 

All their, &c. 1 

Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 

And work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 

To thee belongs the rural reign, | 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
Thy cities, &c. | 8 g 

All thine ſhall be, hall be the fubject main, 
And ey'ry ſhore it circles, thine, 

Rule, Britannia, &c, 


The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy» coaſt repair, . 

Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 
Bleſs d iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs heau- 
ties cron, | 

And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


$ Oo N-:8:.'COOLEK. :. 
Set by Mr. Howard.. "ot A 


"Fx E blitheſt bird that ſings in May, 

Was ne'er-more blithe, was.ne*ermore gay,. 
Than I, ah, well-a-day! N 
Than I, ah, well-a-day | 

Ere Colin yet had learn'd to ſigb, 
Or I to gueſs the reaſon why, 
Oh love, ah, well-a-day ! 
Oh love, ah, well-a-day! f 
5 e We 


(+ 356) 25 
We kiſs'd, we toy d, we neither Knee, Z 
From whence theſe fond chilearments' greu, 
Till he, ah, well-a- day! » 1 
Till he, Kc. mon 
By time and other ſwains ales 
3 to talk of hearts and eyes, ö 
And love, ah, well S nod 0 5 
And love, &c. 411 ot (£21975 * 


Kind Nature now took Colin”: s parts 
My eyes inform'd againſt my hearts 

My heart, ah, well-a-day! _ 

My 3 Kc. 1 . 
Straight glow d with thri ing —— 
And eched back each gentle 4gh, 

Each ſigh, ah, WEE: eis 

Each ſigh, &c. wil! 28: 02.14 


Can love, alas] by words be won? 
He aſk'd a proof, a tender ne, | 
While I, ah, well-a-day!_ . 
While > ah, well-a-day! ] 
In filence bluſh'd a fond reply: ] 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny? ' + - ] 
4 
L 


Ah, no, ah, well-a-day ! 
Ah, 0 al, nn 


S ON 6 CCCIXMT. 
A* Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpait 5 


If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your Care. 


Dilpet 


(\ 307% ) 
Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades'of night, * 
My tender grief remove; 
oh! ſend ſome cheering ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus, in the ſecret friend ſhade, 
The penſive Celia (+98 fy ; 

While courtly Echo lent her aid, e 
And ſigh for ſigh return, 'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well- known face 

Each riſing fear diſarms, ö 

He eager ſprings to her embrace, a 
She ſinks into his arms. \s 


EEE OS ond. AC 


TY 


J E N G CCCLAXIL 


Sung by Miſs Brent, in Comus. 


RECITATIVE:' 4 
H O W gentle was my Damon's air 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 
His voice was like the nightingale's, 
Mare ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales; . 
How hard ſuch beauties. to reign a 
And yet that cruel taſk is PRs e 
How hard, &c. 


> Al R. 

On ev'ry hill, ig ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, - 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 

I mourn,-and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves; the ſtreams remain, 
But Daman there I {eek in yam; ; 
The Gag cc. 
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From hill, from dale, each charm is fed; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more; 

Each flow 'r in pity droops its head; 

All nature does my lots deplore: 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 

Yet Damon ſtill 1 ſeek in vain; 

All, all, &c. s 


s G Ut. 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


2 RE you taſte the noon-tide air, 
| To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 
Down each fe a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 

Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 

Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round, - ,/ 
Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round, 


Round the languid herds, and ſheep, © 
Stretch'd on ſunny hillocks, ſleep; © 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe, 
The fair does all alone repoſe : 
All alone; yet in her arms | 
"Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till, bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone. 
The joys of love are joys alone. 


SONG 


LOSES 


Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my ary 


(39). 


Gu ON. G CCCLXX1V. _ 


Sung in Comus. 


T* wanton god who pierces hearts,” 


Dips in gall his pointed darts ; 
But the IANS. diſdains to pine, 
Who bathes the wound with roly wine, 
Roly wine, roſy wine, 
Who bathes the wound with rofy wine, 


Farewel lovers hen they're cloy ds, 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy d.; 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
To rid me of dull company ;. 
Sure they're free, fure they're free, 
To rid me of daltcompany. © * -- 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe 3 
J love them much, but more my eaſe: 
No jealous fears my love moleſt, 


Break my reſt, break my reſt ; 

Nor faithleſs yows'ſhall break my reſt. 
Why ſhould they « e'er give me 2 
Who to give me joy diſdain? | 
All I hope of mortal man, 
Ts to love me while he can, 
While he can, while he can 5 
Is to love me while he can, 


v 2 A 5 © * 
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S O N G CCCLXXV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. The Words by Mr. Prior. 
A $S Chloe came into the room t'other day, 
1 I peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you 
„ x” WE | 
In yourlife-time yon never regarded your hour; 
You promis'd at two, but - look, child! *tis four: 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels; 
"Tis enough, that 'tis loaded with baubles and 
ſeals: 4 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mort can bear 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord, blefs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak ; 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fallen into my 
neck : | 


It has hurt me; and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 


Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left ſide my breaſt what a mark it has 
So ſaying, her bofom ſhe careleſs diſplay d: 


That ſcene of delight I with wonder furvey'd, _ 


And forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid. 
S8 O N © CCCEXXVE: N 
| Sung at Vauxhall. 


* 


GIN CE Jenny thinks mean her heart's love 


to deny, n 
And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not by; 
1 will own, without bluſhing, were all the world 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me, [by, 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


1 


( 3m ) 
He brought me a wreath which his hand did 
compoſe, Lroſe; 
Where the dale - loving lily was twin'd with the 
Young myrtle in ſprigs did the border incloſe. 
| And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
— Willy's, &c. 


By myrile, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs'd ; 
e roſe, like your lips, in ver milion is dreſs d $ 
And the bly bow whiteneſs would vie with your 


And Willy's the - few, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. 


Theſe ribbands of mine were his gifts at the fair: 
My mother look'd croſs, and cry'd, Fanny be- 
ware! 
But d'ye think I regard her ? Not I, I declare. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. 
Beneath a tall beech, and redin'd on his crook, 
I ſau my young ſhepherd ; how ſweet Was his 
look ! 
He afk"'d for one kiſs, but an hundred he took. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. 


Then what can I do, O inſtru me, ye _ 

When a lover fo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 

Whoſe ſilence as much as his language perſuades. - 
And W ly” s the lad, the lad ＋ me, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


8 ONO 
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18.0. NG COU, 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan. 
"OUNG. Colin proteſts Pm hisjoy &delight; 
He's everunhappy when Piwftrom his fight; 
He wants to be with me wherever I go; 
The deuse ſure is in him for plaguing me fo, 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me fo. 
| His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide; © 
He pipes and he fings, tho? I frown and I chide : 
I bid him depart ; but he, ſmiling, ſays, No; 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The deuce, &c. | 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve; 

I aſk him, hat favour he hopes to receive? 
His anſwer's a figh, while in bluſhes I glow : 
What mortal beſide him would plague a maid ſo? 
What mortal, &c. | 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the 
wake | : 

And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his ſake. 

Such trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 

J ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me fo, 

I ſure, &c. : 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again 
But what's his intention I with I could know, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with 
him ſo, him fo. 


For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with 
SONG 


We woe * 


40 
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$:Q-N 6 CCCLXXVITE. 
1 morning freſh, the ſun i in eaſt, 


New gilds the ſmiling day go 49% 


The morning freſh, the ſun in eaſt 
New gilds the ſmiling day ; 

The lark forſakes his dewy neſt, - - 

The fields all round are gaily dreſsd: 
Ariſe, my love, and play, and play 3 z 
Ariſe, my love, and play. 


Come forth, my fair, come forth ;brightmaidz 
And bleſs thy ſhepherd's fight ; $f ne 


Come forth, &c. FF } 


Lend ev'ry folded flow'r thy aid, 


| Unveil the roſe's bluſhing 3 . 


And give them ſweet en 
And give, &c. 6 0 


Thy preſence makes all nature ſmile, 
- hoſe ſmiles your charms 1 proves; 5 
ty. preſence, &c. - 
Thy {trains the liſt'ning birds beguile, | 
And, as invite, reward their toil, | 
i And tune their notes to love, 
And tune, &c. 


Beneath the fragrant bawthorn- tree, 
The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine; 
Beneath the fragrant hawthorn- tree, 
The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine; 
Ere other eyes ye beauties ſee, Fe: 
Then on my brows adorn'd ſhall be; 
Thy happy fate be mine, be mine, 


Thy happy fate be mine, EE 
D d | SO N G 
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S ON G CCCLXXIS. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, Set by Mr. Howard, 
1 new-flown birds the ſhepherds ling, 
And welcome in the May; 
Come, Paſtorella, now the ſpring 
Makes ev'ry landſkip gay: 
Wide-ſpreading trees their * ſhade 
O'er half the plain extend 
Or, in reflefting — play oe 
Their qua ring branches be 
Or, in reflect ting fountains play - 
Their quiv'ring branches bend. 


Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime; 
And bleſs the riſing year; 
Oh! how my ſoul grows ſick of time, 
„Till thou, my love, appear 
T ben ſhall 1 all the gladſome day, 
Warm in thy beauty's ſhine, 
When thy dear flock thall feed and hoy, 
And intermix with mine, : 
When thy dear flock ſhall feed and lay. 
And intermix, &c. 


For thee, of doyes a milk-white pair 
In ſilken bands I hold; 
For thee a firſtlin lambkin fair 
I keep within the fold z 
If milk-white doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender lambkins pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, 
Be offer'd up with theſe; 
My ſpotleſs heart without deceit, 
Be offer d up with theſe, SONG 
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s O N G CCCLXXX, 
Set by Dr. Arn. 
GH wilt thou waſte thy prime, 
Stranger to the joys of love? 
Thou haſt youth, and that's the time 
Every minute to improve: 1 
Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton girls and boys 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Infants prate and mother's joys ? 
Only view that little dove, 
Softly cooing to his mate 
As a farther proof of love, 
See her for his kiffes wait : 
Hark ! that charming nightingale, 
As he flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, 
Sweetly tunes, &c. 
I love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay, 


Could I to thy ſoul reveal | 
But to the leaſt, the thouſandth pat . 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 9 as 
In a mutual ebange of heart ; 
Then, repenting, would thou ſay >. 
Virgin tears, from hence remove, 
All the time is thrown away, 
All the time is thrown away, 
That we dp not, ſpend in jove. 
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$ ON G CCCLXXXI 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


\ N THEN the nymphs were contending for 
beauty and fame, claim; 

Bright Sylvia food foremoſt in right of her 

And, to crown the high r dear con- 
queſt excites, 

At court ſhe was envy*d, and toaſted at White's, 

At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 


But how ſhall I whiſper this fair one's ſad caſe ? 
A cruel diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet face; 
Her vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled red, 
And all the gay graces, of Lcd are r 
And all, &c.. 


Take heed, all ye fair; leſt you triumph: in vain; 
For Sylvia, tho' alter'd from pretty to plain, 
Is now more engaging, ſince reaſon took place, 
Than when ſhe poſſeſt the eee of face, 

Than ere &c. | 


convinc d, ſhe no more can coquette it, and 
teaze, 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe; 
Makes gg and diſeretion the guide of Ber 
> "+... 


Tho” ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe? 5 well forme d for a 


wife, ſvife. 


2. by, Ck for a daft, the” s well form'd for a 
| so N G 
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s O NG CCCLXXXIL 


LOVE in LOW 1 IF E. 


V OUN 6 Jackey he courted ſweet Moggy 
o fair; 

The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain debonair : * 

They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk d with 

their eyes, 


And look'd, as all. lovers do, W wiſe. 
A fortnight was ſpent ere dear Moggy came 


too; 
(For maidens a decency keep when they woo :) 
At length the conſented, and made him a vow z 
And Jockey he gave, for a jointure, his cow. 


They es "oo their Dobbins, and rode to che 
air 

Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there: 

'They call'd on the parion, and by him were 


wed; 
And Moggy he took her dear Jockey to bed. 


They ſtaid there a week, as the neghbours all 

lay ; [they = 

And none were ſo happy, and gameſome, as 

Then e return d, but return d maſt 
unkind; 

For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


Surprin d at "rey treatment, ſhe cry'd, Gaffer 
Joc 
Pray what is the reaſon that · Moggy you mock ? 
Quoth he, Gooſe, come on ! why you now Are 
any bride; 
And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling” aide. 
Ds 3 He 


7 
He took home his Moggy, good conduct to 
learn, 1 ;;; {the ald barn; 
Who bruſh” du up the houſe, while he thatch'd 
liey laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 
Ang: nom live as man and wife uſually do. 


F 
1 


8 0 N ©, *CCCLXXXINM. 
Sung by Mrs. Clive, in The Miſer. 


H brim-full of nothing's the life of a 
beau! [to do; 

They ' de nothing to think of, they? ve nothing 

And nothing to talk of; for nothing they know: 

Such, ſutb, 15 the life of « beau, 

Shcb; ſuch, is thezlife of a beau, 


For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; 
Spend the morning in notbing, but curling 
0749) their hair; ſtare: 
And. do nothing all day, but ſing, faunter my 
Such, *fuch; is thelife fa beau, 
Such, tuch, is the. life of. a, beau. 


Fot ;boghing, ; 4 night, 55 the playhouſe they 
PIE nf proud 
Tömünd Werle dene there; they any 10 
But to bow, and to EIN, and talk ot hin 18 aloud; 
Such, uch, is the life of beau: ß 
Suck ſuch, is the life of a beau, 5 


For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball ; 
And ee at wen a fair partner they 
: * | . a 
Far the Pd ſtill muſt be baſted, who ve ok at 0 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, | 
u h, ſuch, is te life of a beau. For . 


P 


Vnpleaſing to a marry'd ear; 


({ 339; ) 
For nothing, on Sundays, at church they ap- 
pear ; [fear 
They have nothing to hope for, and nothing to 
They can be nothing no where, who nothing 
are here 
Such, ſuch, 1s the life of x beau, 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


8 O. NG ccclxxxiv. 
a by Mrs. Clive, in As you like it. 


W EN daiſies py d, and vi'lets blue, 
And cuckow- Buds of yellow hue, 


And lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 

Do paint the meadows with delight; 

The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, | 
Mocks mar: y'd men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow.-!' Cuckow! oh !-word of FORT 2 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear, | 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe. on oaten ſtraws, 


And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 


And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks; 


The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, 

Mocks marry'd men; for, thus ſings he: : 
Cuckow! Cuckow! oh! word of fe ear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear, | 


(320) 
S O N G CCCLXXXV. 


7 She. 


TERN winter has left us, the d are in 
bloom, N [fume z 
And cowſlips and vi'lets the meadows per- 
While me are diſporting, and birds fill the 
ray, 
I wait for og Jockey to hail the new May, 
I wait for my Jockey to hail the new May, 


| He. 
Among the young lilies, my Jenny, ve ſtrayꝛd ; 
Pinks, daiſies, and woodbines, I bring to my 
maid gays 
Here's s thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and . 
A poſy to form for my queen of the May, 
A poſy to form, &c. 
She. 4 


Ah]: as, I fear you intend to beguile : 
When feated with Molly laſt night on a ſtile, 
You fwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, your queen of the _ 
Forgetting poor ph &c. 


L 


Young Willy is W in ſnepherd's green 
| dreſt, breaſt, 
He gave you thoſe ribbands that hang at your 
Beiides three ſweet kiſſes upon the new hay: 
Was that done like Jenny, my queen of the May? 
Was that done like Jenny, &c. 8 
7 


JOCKEY and JENNY. A Pialzue. 


Jp mth A 


fe 


This garland of roſes no longer prize, 
Since Jockey, falſe-hearted; his paſhon denies: 
Ye flowers ſo blooming, this inſtaut decay, _. 
For Jenny's no longer the queen of the "Ip! 
For Jenny's no longer, 1. - 

He, 
Believe me, dear maiden, your lover you wrong 
Your name is for ever the theme of my ſong : "M0 
From - "_ dews of pale eye to the Pape 


I ſing but 7 Jenny, my queen of the 1205 

I ting but of Jenny, &c. > whats. - n 
She. © "OY 

Again balmly comfort with trarifpact I view z 

My fears are all vaniſtfd, ſince Jockey is true t 

Then to our blithe ſhepherds the news I'll con- 


vey, [May, 

That Jenny alone you've crown 'd queen of the 

That Jenny, &c. od tv A 
Lean 1624 


Of ev' ry degree, ye young lovers, draw: near 3 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear; 
Believe not your "_ if your peace they'd be- 
tray: _ [Mays 
Then come, my dear jenny, and hail t the new 
Then come, 1 1 
| Both, Ft 
Of ev*ry degree, ye young Wee N near 3 3 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear ? 


Believe not your eyes, if your peace they'd] be- 


ann: tray: [May, 
Then come my dear Jockey, and hail the new 


Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new 


May. SONG 


3 
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S ON G CCCLXXXVI, 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan, 


Jo Shepherd was like Strephon gay, 
No ſwain to me ſo dear; 
*Twas rapture all the live- long day 

His ſong, his pipe, to hear, 

His ſong, his pipe, to hear: 
Yet when he ſigh'd, and talk'd of love, 
His paſſion I'd forbid; | 
For what I felt to hide I ſtrove 

Upon my word I did, . 


Upon my word I did, | 
The ſpring, when nature wakes to youth, 
And looks all life and joy, 

The ſummer's ſun, ſaw Strephon's truth, 


Say Chloe (till was coy, 


Saw Chloe, &&. 
At length he vow'd, Thou cruel fair, 
Diſdain my heart has freed : 


He fpoke, and left me in deſpair ; 


Upon my word he did, 
pon, &c. 


Ho fad, how penitent was I! 


My pride has caus'd my pain: 
From morn to eve I us'd to figh, 
Ohl Strephon, came again, 
Ohl Strephon, &c. | 
It chanc'd, he ſought a tender lamb, - 
That in the grove lay hid; 


When, thoughtleſs, there I breath'd his name; 


_ Upon my word, I did, 
Upon, 


Surpriz'd, 


„ 


No pow'r had I, all art was vain, 


Ve maids, with whom Pve tripp the green, 


( 323 ) 
Surpriz'd, my well-known voice to hear, 
In ſounds of ſoft delight, | 
With eager ſteps the youth drew near, 
And met my raptur'd fight, 
And met, &c. 


Of Strephon to get rid; 

My panting heart confefs'd the ſwain; 
Upon my word it did, | mY, 
Upon, &c. 


O nymph, he cry'd, whoſe eyes to meet, 
My foul with joy o'erflows ! 
The bee, that roves from ſweet to ſweet, 
Like me, prefers the roſe, 
Like me, &Cc. 


Let other youths ſucceed ; 

My Chloe welcom'd me again 
Upon my word ſhe did, 
Vpon, &c. a 


While bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my cheek, 
My hand with warmth he preſt ; 

Oh! ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Chloe ſpeak, 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt? 
Shall Strephon now be blett ? 

Ah ! who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 
The ſhepherd could have chid ? 

Perhaps you think I held my tongue; 
Upon my word I did, 

Upon my word I did, 


$0NG 
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$--0-N:;-G:.CCCLAXXVIL.:...... 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill, 


ARE ! tis I, your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles ; 
One kind look at leaſt diſcover, 

Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 

Ah, you little cunning vixen ! 

I can ſee your roguiſh ſmiles. 

Addilids! my mind is fo poſſeſt, 
Till we're ſped IT ſhan't have reſt ; 

Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, „ 

There's at once an end of arguing: 

I am her's, ſhe is mine; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


S ON G CCCLXXXVII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill. 
WIr a maid, in way of marriage, 
Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 
Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, a 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 
But-the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo ; 
'Tis a different ſtory quite, Es 
And ſhe quickly buckles. too. SONG- 


"IN; | a by. | * 19 WWE Ms : 
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ey 


„ 
s -O+;N 6, eee. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


H“ bleſt has my time been! what days 
have I known, 1 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſy my 
So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 
Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often 
we ſtray, | 
Arounds us, our boys and girls frolic and play; 
How pleaſing their ſport is, the w anton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me, 
And borrow, &c. 
To try her ſweet temper oft times am 1 ſeen 
In revels all day with the nymphs of the green; 
Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe be- 
guiles, [ſmiles, 
And meets me at night with compliance and 
And meets, &c. 
What tho? on her checks the roſe loſes its hue, 
Ker eaſe and good-humour bloom all the year 
through : 
Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteais from her 
And gives, &C. [ youth, 
Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat with talſe vows the too credutons 
fair; - roam! 
In ſearch of true pleafare: how vainty you 
To hold it for lite, you mult find it at home; 


To hold it for lifo, you mutt and it at home. 
E e SONG 


* 


LES 


$0 0&6 - ECCEC. 


Set by Mr. Howard. 
W HY heaves my fond boſom ? ah ! what 
| can it mean ? 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this fighing and trembling when Daphne 
is near? 
Or why, when ſtie's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The e ſoft charms that embelliſh thy 
ace: 

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 

With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by 

With thy, &c. | [thy mind, 


Vntainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 
There native good-humour and virtue reſide : 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply _ 
With compaſſion for him, who without thee 
mult die, [muſt die. 
With compaſſion for him, who without thee 


s OR G CCCXCI. 
Sung by Miſs Hallam, in The Maid of the Mill. 


IS T, hiſt! I hear my mother call !. 
Pr'ythee be gone, 
Well meet anon.— 
Catch this, and this 
Blow me a kiſs, 


In pledge-promis'd truth, that's all. 
| Farewell! 


3 5 
„ 

Farewell! and yet a moment ſtay, 
Something bende [ have to ſay; 

Well, *tis forgot; — 

No matter what. 

Love grant us grace, 

The. mill's the place. 
She calls again, I muſt away. 


1 D Nie, weer 
Sung by Mr. Shuter, in The Maid of the Mill. 


OU vile pack of vagabonds! what do ye 
mean? 
I'll maul you, raſcallions, 
Ye tatter-demallions— | 
If one of them comes within reach of my cane, 
Such curſed aſſurance, 
»Tis paſt all endurance. 
Nay, nay, pray come away. 
They're lyars and thieves, 
And he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictions, _ 
Will find them but fictions, IF 
Wo wan that always deceives. 


8 0 N G cn. 
WY E311. £4 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by My; Howard, V1 


E chearful virgins, have ye ſeen 
wh fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 
To roſe or jeſs'mine bow'r ? 
To roſe or jeſs' mine bow'r ? 


E e 2 Where 


| 
, 
|. 
| 
f 
| 
1 
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Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade ? 


For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r. 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r. 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 
Join'd with the hily.as it grows, 

Where each in {weetneſs vie, 

Where each in ſweetneſs vie. 
Like dew-dreps glitt'ring in the morn, 
When Phoebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 3 

Health ſparkles in her eye, 

Health ſparkles in her eye. 


Her ſong is like the linnet”s lay, 
That warbles chearful on the ſpray, 
To hail the vernal beam, 
To hail the vernal beam. | 
Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 
Her paſſions gently move along, , 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream; 3 
Like the {mooth-gliding roam? 4 


S* A CCExciV. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Fait Quaker of Deal. 


W little do the landmen know 
Of what we ſailors feel, 


H? 


When waves do mount, and winds do blow! ! 


But we have hearts of feel. 
No danger can affright us; 

No enemy ſhall flout : | 
We'll make the monſieurs right us: : 
So toſs the can about. | 


Stick 


FY 


{ 329 ) 


Stick ſtout to orders, meſſmates; 


We'll plunder, burn, and ſink : 
Then, France, have-at your firſt rates; 
For Britons never ſhrink : 


We rummage all we fancy; 


We'H bring them in by cores; 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble Seele 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea for more. 
In peace we'll drink and ling, Hops 3 5 
In war we'll never fl 
Here's a health to 3 our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 


S O NG CCCXCV. 


Set by Mr. Stanley. 


E FEN D my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 
From am'rous looks and ſmiles, 

And ſhield me in my gayer hours, 

From love's deſtructive wiles : 5 
In vain let ſighs and melting tears 
" Employ their moving art, 
Nor may deluſive oaths and pray'ts 

E'er triumph oer my heart. 


My calm content and virtuous joys 
May envy ne'er moleſt, 

Nor let ambitious thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful breaſt z 


Ee 3 


Yet 


4 1 r 3 — 
, 


{ aa8- 1 


Yet may there ſuch a decent ſtate, 
Such unaffected pride, 4 

As love and awe at once create, 
My words and actions guide. 


Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 

Each wanton-art diſplay, 
While tops and tools in raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their ſouls away: 6 
Far other dictates I purſue, 

(My bliſs in virtue plac'd) 
And {eek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 

Who real worth can talite, 


6 e 


Sung in the Opera Eliza. 


HEN all the Attic fire was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat, © 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat ; 3 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, 


That damp'd fair Virtue's fading light; 14 


The Muſes loſt their mate, 
The Muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander ?. what new {hore 


Had yet a laurel left in ſtore? 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer, 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer... 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here, | 
And F reedom ſoon was here. 


G 33% } 

The lazy monk has loſt his cell,, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 

She calls thee now by me, 

She calls thee now by me. 
Hark, hark, hark, her voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, ſhe, Gs ſhe receives a thouſand, wounds, 

If ſhielded not by thee, 
It ſhielded not by thee. +». 


S ON G cccxcvn. 


LOVE REWARDED. 


11 Phcebus I often aroſe, 
To feaſt on the charms of the ſpring, 

The fragrance to ſmell of the roſe, 

Or liſten to hear the birds fi ing: 
When linnets exalted their grains 

The muſic enchanted my ear; 
My eyes too were bleſs'd on the plains 

With various ſweet blooms of the year. 


When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 
there fix'd the ſcene of delight; 
My thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the day, 
I ſaw her in dreams all the night : 
Still muſing on Chloe I walk?d, 
My harveſt no more in my thought : 
Of nothing but Chloe I talk'd ; 
Her ſmiles were the harveſt 1 ſought. 


No longer the warblers could pleaſe ; 

Noe longer the roſes look d gay; 

For muſic, and ſweetneſs, and eaſe, 
Were loſt, if my love was away: 


I tun'd 


C7 
I tan'd to her beauties my lays, 
1 ſtudy'd each art that could move; 


She took the kind tribute of praiſe, 


And paid it with fondneſs and love. 


SO / r. 
Sung in the Entertainment Harlequin Sorcerer. 


O ME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and 
. ö | 
Each lad wich his laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure ad- 
Vancingz : 
To celebrate harveft home: 
"Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveit home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. a \ 
Our labour is o'er, our barns in full ſtore 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 
Let cach man then take, for his prong and his 
* rake, „ 
Eis can and his laſs in his hand ; 
For Ceres, &c. 


No courtier can be ſo happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime, and mirth, 

While thus we caroule with our ſweetheart or 

ſpouſe, | 

And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, 
When Ceres bids play and keep holiday, 

_ To celebrate harveſt home, harveit home, 
Ty celebrate harveſt home. 
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8 | ON G ce. 
Sung in Eliza, an Engliſh Opera. 
W IT H ſwords on their thighs the bold 


yeomen are ſeen, [queen. 
For their country they arm, their religion and 
How glorious their ardour to. lay down their 
e „ [wives! 
In defence of their freedom, their children and 
Ye tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 
How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and protects all 
our fields. | 
As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 
She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of 
our ſong. 


To Liberty Taiſe up the high chearful ſtrain, 
Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main, 
Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 
Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 


| en 
C ANT AT A. Set h Mr. Stanley. 
WI buy a heart? Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, 'a graceful air, 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 
A pair of eyes, that wound at ſight, 
And ſoil the di'mond's piercing light. 
; 2102 el n_ | Rrer- 


{ 334 ) 

ARECITATIVE 
£ome hither, ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love; 
Quickly, quickly come ; for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 
# „ 
Put let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Crœſùs' wealth to come; 
Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold 
Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold. 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin I take. 


S8. O N G CECCI.. 
CAN TATA. Set by Mr. Stanley. 


RECITATIVE:;' {; 
A in a penſive form Myrtilla fat, 
| Revolving on the will of Fate, 

A ſprightly youth, , devoid of care, 
Advanc?d, and thus addreſs'd the fair. 
| AIR. 

Thou vernal bloom of beauty's tree, 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee: 
With tranſport I receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 
Could I command the ftarry train, 
For thee I'd give it back again; 
And if I couid, to make thee mine, 
The univerſe thould all be thine. 


Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries; 
Merit the belt deſerves the prize: 

The tale you've heard was falſely told; 
Myrtilla's heart can ne'er be ſold. 


SONG 
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$ © N G ce. 
Set by Count de St. Germain. 
O H ! would'ſt thou know what ſacred charms 


Tbs deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, 
What kind of nymph the heav*ns decree, 
The maid that's made for love and me; 5 


Who joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
From each ungen'rous paſſion free; 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtows, TX 
Gentle to all, but kind to me; 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart ; 

A gentle train from falſhood free; 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Avaunt ! ye light coquettes, retire, 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire; 
Unmov'd your tinſeil'd charms I ſee; 
More genuine beauties are for me. 


S ON G | - ©CECGHE 
Britten by Wm Whitehead, Eſq; Poet Laureate. 


Sung by Mr. Beard. 
ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me ; 
Aud yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleaſing plague ſtole on me : 


Tis 


| 1 
"Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no Graces revel; 
»Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
= Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
i Have rather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


*Tis not her air, for ſure in that 

There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only n | 

Like any: other woman: 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' tn; ; 
E *Tis both, perhaps, or neither 
| In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm, 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm, 

Of Celia all together, 

Of Celia all together, 


S O ++ CECCTV. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
6 Han — horn calls the ſportſmen a- 


; broad 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away ! 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hills, and o'er valleys, he flies: 
Then follow—we'll ſoon overtake him—Huzza! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and diss. 


Tri- 


(. 320, 1. 

Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day! 


With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy; 


Dull wiſdom all happinels ſours : 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


$ © N ( 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


ERE I as poor as wretch can be, 
As great as any monareh, he, 
Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
I'd work my fingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, (I aſk not wealth) 
Grant me but innocence and health; 
Ah! what is grandeur link'd to vice? 

* Tis only virtue gives it price. 


'$.:H. ern 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, in Thomas and Sally, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HAT May-day of life is for pleaſure, 
For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure 
In ſighing, and crying—Heigho ? * 
| F3 .- 1 


4 


* 


1 


Let's copy the bird in the meadows; 
By her's tune your pipe when ' tis low: 

Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 
And never fit crying —Heigho ! 


Though, when in the arms of a lover, 


It ſometimes may happen, I know, 
That, ere all our toying is over, 
We cannot help cryiag—Heigho! 


In age ev'ry one a new part takes; 
I find to my ſorrow tis ſo : 

When old, you may cry till your keart aches, 
And no one will mind you—Heigho! 


s ON G CCCCVI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
From nymph to nymph, I ſtrove in vain 
My wild deſires to rally: 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ftrange! no longer ſeek to roam; 
They center all in Sally. 


Yet ſhe, unkind one! damps my joy, 

And cries, I court but to deſtroy : 
Can love with ruin tally ? 

By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 

I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally, 


Come 


me 
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Come then, .oh come ! thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lilies of the valley; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll gnide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. - 


SON GQ 7 CCCCVI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Thomas and 7 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


IFE's a garden, rich in treaſure, 
Bury” d like the ſeeds in earth: 


There he joy, contentment, pleaſure ; 


But tis love muſt give them birth. 


That warm ſun its aid denying, 
We no happineſs can taſte; 

But in cold obſtruction lying, 
Lite 1s all © one barren waſte, 


S.O' N G cccclx. iy 
Sung by "Miſs Poitier, in Thomgs and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 1 


* LL . you who would with to ſucceed with : 2 
aſs, *** f 
Learn dos the affair s to be e 3 
For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You' Il loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 1012 
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r 
With whining; and ſighing, and vows, and all 
that | 
As far as you pleaſe, you may run; 
She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 
To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is fine! 
But, mark you the conſequence, mun 
The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. 3 
Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, 
And no opportunity ſhun; ſout; 
She'll tell you the hates you, and ſwear ſhe?l] cry 
But mum ſhe's as ſure as a gun. 


| Ne eee. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, and Miſs Brent, in Thomas 
and Sally, Set by Dr. Arne, 

| enn, 
E T fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 

I ſpeak without diſguile or art, 0 
And with my hand beſtow my heart, 

4 Sally. 
et ons prudiſhly deny, 
Look cold, and give their thoughts the ye | 
I own the paſſion in * breaſt, 4 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 5 

Thomas. 
For this, the ſailor on the maſt, 
Eudures the cold and cutting blaſt; 
All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. Sally, 


„ 
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? Sally, ; 
For this the virgin pines and ſighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ftreaming eyes, 


Till ſweet reverſe of joy the proves, 
And claſps the Farkkur lad ſhe loves. 


Duetto. 
Ye Britiſh 3 be brave, you II find, 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind; 
Protect their beauty from alarms, | 
And they'll repay you with its charms. 


8 O A CON. 
Sung by Miß Brent, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


USPICIOUS ſpirits, guard my love, 
In time of danger near him ?bide ; 
With out-ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 


And you his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord; 

A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; "I 
Like airs that o'er the garden-fweep, 

Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 
Ihe calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till, halcyon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My failor views his native ſhore, - 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 


Ff 3 


SONG 
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58 O N G CCCCXIE. 
Sung in the Serenata of Solomon. 
| Set by Dr. Boyce. 
N his face the vernal roſe, - 
Blended with the lily, glows 
His locks are as the raven black, 
In ringlets waving down his back. 
His eyes with milder beauties beam 
Than billing doyes beſide the ftream 
His youthful cheeks are beds of flowers, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs. 
His lips are of the roſe's hue, . 
Still dropping with a fragrant dew; 


Tall as the cedar he appears, 
And as erect his form he bears. 


SONS CCCCXIET. 
Sung in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Y fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair nymphs were 10 happy and 


M 


* 


ay, | 
'That each Go they went ſafely to reſt, . 
And they merrily ſung thro* the day: 
ut, ah! what a ſcene mult appear! 
Mutt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? 


Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
Shall the dance on the green be no more ? 


CE. 
Muſt the flocks from their paſtors be led? 
Mult the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 
Mutt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of the tide ? 
Mult Religion expire on the ground, | 
And ſhall Virtue fink down by her fide ? 


SONG CCccxIv. 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in The Beggars Opera. 


TIRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 

But when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring; 
To Covent-Garden ' tis ſent, as yet ſweet ; 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all 

enduring; _ | est, 
Bots, ſtinks, and dies; and is trod under 


s ON G ccccxv. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, and Miſs Brent, in the Parti- 
zag Scene of The Beggars Opera, 
THE miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd to pay ; 
With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 
And tears tis gone for aye. 


—_— 
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The boy thus, when his ſparrow's flown, 
The bird in filence eyes; 

But ſoon as out of fight *ris gone, 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs, and cries. 


S8 O N. G._. CCCCXVI. 
BACCHUS TRIUMPHANT. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybon- -Gardens. 


HE ſwain, with his flock, by a brook loves 
to reſt, | _[brealit; 
With ſoft rural lays to drive grief from his 
The fop, light as air, loves himſelf to behold ; 
The Briton, his foe—and the miſer, his gold. 
The pleaſures I chule, yreld more joy to my 
ſoul, (bowl. 
The delight of my heart is a full flowing 


The huntſman, fatigu'd with the toil of the 
chace, 
By the ſide of a fountain delights to ſolace; 
At his miſtreſs's feet the fond lover to whine; 
The beau, at the play or aſſembly to ſhine. .. 
The pleaſures I chuſe, &c. 


My Chloe's in rapture, to hear herſelf prais*d ; 


The courtier, to find that his income 1s rais'd "2 


Some nymphs love the town, and in 88182 to 
ſhine 
And ſome ſpiritleſs lovers, in ſilence to pine. | 
The pleaſures I chule, &c. 


Some cards love, ſome coffee, ſome dice, and 
ſome tea; - {ſome play; 

Some talking, ſome fiddling, fome dancing, 
8 Their 


9 
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E 
Their choices are dull there's a ſpirit in wine, 
That more than enlivens with rapture divine: 
That pleaſure I chuſe, it yields joy to my ſoul; 
The om? of * heart is a full- flowing 
bol. 


8 O N Ceccxvn. 


Sung by Mrs, Scott, at Ranelagh. Set to Myfic 


by Mr. Bach. 


B. my ſighs - may diſcover 


What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 
Eyes can ſpeak and tell the lover 
"Whar the tongue muſt not impart. 


Blaſhing ſhame forbids "may pp 
T houghts your breaſt may di ſapprove; 
But 'tis hard, and paſt concealing, | 
When we truly, fondly love. 


SO N G CCCCXVIRL 
The CONTENTED MILLER. 
Fung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


| a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 
With a mill, aad ſome meadows— G tree- 
hold eſtate) 
A well-meaning miller by labour ſapplies _ 
Thoſe bleſſings that Nature to grand ones denies; 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are health and content: 
Their Lordſhips in lace, may take note, if the 
will, [his mill, 
F or he 8 — daub'd with the duſt of 
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Ere the lark's early carol ſalutes the new day, 

He ſprings from his cottage, as jocund as May 

He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 

While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of 
ſtate, | 

Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great ; 

No fraud, nor ambition, his boſom doth fill, 

Contented he works if there's griſt for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 
At church he's the loudeſt to chant, or to pray; 
Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food ; 
And, tho? ſimple the pudding, his appetite's 
TOR ood : | [gone, 
At night, when the prieſt and exciſeman are 
He quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no 
. | [mall, 
No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the 


S. O11 NC! GT /CECORTmE. 
The ENIFE-GRINDER. 
Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 
| The Words by Mr. H. Rhodes. 
fn grinders enough, Sirs, of ev'ry 


degree, 
From jewel-deck'd great, to low- poverty; 
Whatever the ſtation, it ſharpens the ſenſe, 
And the wheel it goes round, to wind in the 


pence. 
& Maſter 
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Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may 
find, [grind. 
Tho' Pm but a journeyman — Knives to 


Whatever the ſtateſman may think of himſelf, 

He turns Fortune's wheel in purſuit of the pelf; 

He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to ob- 

tain, [gain. 

And his country may ſtarve, ſo he pockets the 
Maſter: grinders, &c. 


The rich grind the poor, is a ſaying of old ; 

The merchant the tradeſman, we need not be 
told: 

Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian you be, 


There's grinders of all ſorts, of ev 'Ty degree. 


Mafter-grinders, &c. 


The patriot, with zeal animated, declares 
The curtain he'll draw, and diſplay the ſtate- 
play'rs ; 
He 1s a ſtaunch grinder, to ſome 'tis well known, 
And they're mightily gall'd by the grit of his 
tone. 
Maſter-grinders, &c. 


I too am a grinder: what, what, Sirs, of that ? 
I am but in | taite, ſince I copy the great; 

To be, Sirs, ingenuous, TI] tell you my mind; 
*Tis tor what I can get, makes me willing to 


grind. 
Maſter-grinders enough at the dei you may 
tnd, [grind. 


Though I'm but a journeyman— Knives to 


SONG 
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$ © N G CCCCXX, 


A fawourite SONG. Set by Dr. Boyce, 


R IL no more, ye learned aſſes, 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies; 
Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, ; 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 
Fill *em higher ſtill, and higher, 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 
Sipping quenches all our fire, 
Bumpers light it up again. 
Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy; 
We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth 1s our employ : 
Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent. hour engage 
And, when Death ſhall drop the curtarn, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


8S ON G CCCCXAal. 


THROW the WOOD LADDIE- 
Sung by Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to 


mourn ? 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me 
When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn. 
er throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 


Tho? _ 
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En. 
Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, l clear, 
And primroſes ſpringing, | 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That JI am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
I'm faſh'd w1' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning, 

Their jeering goes aft to my heart wr a knell, 


When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander myſell. 
Then ſtay, my dear Sawney, nae longer away, 


But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, | 
Wha's living in languor, til that happy day, 


When throw the wood, Laddie, we'll dance, 


ſing, and play. 


s O NG Ceccxxn. 
The So WG of DIANA. 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, at Covent-Garden Theatre, 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


ITH horns and with hounds I waken 


the day, 
And hie to my woodland walks away 
} tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 
And tie to my forehead a wexing moon; 
I courſe rhe fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 


And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks: 


with fhovting, and hooting, we pierce thro 
the e, LS 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 
5 G g SONG 
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. $. 0 NG” pCCOXXINT. 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, iz Thomas aud Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN I was a young one, what girl was 
like me ? | | 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where-e'er 
A fiddle was heard, —to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay; 
*T was, This, Sir—and That, Sir — but ſcarce 
8 ever Nay : [lace, 
And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my filks and my 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man ! 

Well reſt him - We all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous—tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſnubb d me, and huff*d me, but let me alone; 
Egad ! I've a tongue, and I paid him his own: 
Ye waves, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is 

uniow'rd, [word. 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 

Fm not what I was forty ſummers ago: 

This Time's a ſore foe; there's no ſhunning his 
Gare, * 

However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown 


5 

Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum- chance; 
I ſtill love a tune, though unable to dance; 
And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, '/ 
I teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


8 ON G ©2*CCCCKXTY:;"* 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Thomas and Sally. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


TY former time, how briſk and gay! 
: So blithe was I as blithe could be 
But now I'm fad, ah! well-a-day; _ ü 
For my true love is gone to ſea. 


: The lads purſue, I ftrive to ſhun, 
, Their wheedling arts are loſt on me; 
/ For I, to death, ſhall love but one, 
And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 
As droop the flow'rs till light return, 
As mourns the dove its abſent ſhe ; 
. So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
; Till my true love returns from ſea, 
* Þ © NE ² mA ˙Ä 
Guang by Mr. Mattocks, and Miſs Brent, in 
F | Thomas and Sally. 
: | Mr. Mattocks. 8 
ö O ME, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be 
deny'd ; | | 
Fine cloaths you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it away 


ll give you this purſe, and, hark you, beſide 
We'll kiſs, and we'll toy, all the long ſummer's 


day. 1 
| N 1 Maſs 
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Miſs Brent. 
of kifling and toying you ſoon will be tir'd, 
Should poor hapleſs Sally conſent to 'be 
naught ; 
Beſides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd ; 
. The bought, worth gaining eps is to be 
; bought 


4 Mr. Mattocks. 
Fear not my dear Sally, the world's buſy tongue; 
Soon above ſcandal my girl ſhall be put; 
Then laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle- tail Chaſtity walking on foot. 


. Mifs Brent. 

If only the fear of the world made me ſhy, 

My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill ſhown; 
Their pardon *twere eaſy with money to buy; 

But how, tell me how, I could purchaſe my 

own? 
_ Mattocks. 

Leave morals to grey-beards ; thoſe lips were 


For better employment [4cign'd 
; Miſs Brent. 
— — nn - PII not be a whore! 


| Mr. Mattocks. 
O fie, child Hove bids you be rich and he kind; 


Miſs Brent. 8 
But virtue commands me, Be honeſt and poor. 


SONG 
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Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport, 


Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
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S O N G CCCCXXVI. 
The TINYVITATLOS 

Sung by Mr. Lowe, Mrs. Vincent, Mrs. Collett, 
and Miſs Davis, at Marybon-Gardens. 


Mrs. Vincent. ns, 
OME, ye party-jangling ſwains, _ 
Leave your flocks, and quit the plains z. 
Friends to country, or to court. 


Chorus. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 


| Mr. Lowe. : 
Sprightly widows, come away; 2 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, 
(Smiling hopes of future bliſſes.) 
Ever welcome, &c. 
Mrs. Collett. 
All that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 
In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 
The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow. 
Ever welcome, &c. e 
Miſs Davis. 


Wine inſpiring, beauty warming; 
Rage and party-malice dies, | 1 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies. 

Ever welcome to our feaſt, 

Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 

| | G g 3 SONG 
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s ON G CCCCXXVI. 
To DE LI A. Se: by Mr. Arne. 


8⁰⁰ T pleaſing pains, unknown before, 
My beating boſom feels, 
When I behold the bliſsful bow'r 
Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
That way I daily drive my flock ; 
Ah! happy, happy vale! 
There look, and wiſh ; and while r „el, 
My ſighs increafs the gale, 
My ſighs increaſe the gale. 


Sometimes at midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath the inclement ſkies, 
And there my true devotion pay 
To Delia's fleep-ſeal'd eyes: 
So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious travel faint, 
To kiſs alone the clay-cold tomb 
Of ſome loy'd fav'rite faint, 
Of ſome, &c. . 


O tell, ye ſhades, that fold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, 
Ah! why ſhould ye rhoſe bleſſings thare, 
For which I ſigh in vain? 
But let me not at fate repine, 
And thus my grief impart : 
She's not your tenant ;—ſhe is mine; 
Her manſion 1s my heart, 
Her manſon is my heart. 


* 
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8 O0 N.G CCCCXXxvVUL 
CONTENTMENT. 


True content! ſecure from harms, 


What's all the world Wine thy charms, 


Which {till allure to reſt? 
Compar'd therewith, all earthly joys 
Are empty, fading, trifling toys: 

In thee mankind is bleſt. 


Bereft of thee, no monarchs have 4 
' Such pleaſure as the meaneſt ſlave, 

To whom thou giv'it relief; 
Tho? ſubjects ſhow profound reſpect, 
Nor duty wilfully neglect, 

Thy ablence cauſes grief. 


Come, then, thou pleaſing heauty bright! 
Reſide with me both day and night, 
Diſplay thy lovely charms; | 
Be thou diffus q within my breaſt, 
And let me till ſecurely reſt 
Infolded in thy arms. 


Thro' all the various ſcenes of life, 

Preierve me free from euvious ſtrife, 
On heav'n ſtill to rely 

Logs true protecting aid; and when 
nne terminates in death, oh! then 
To thee, O heav'n! to fly. 


8 ON G 
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S © M »I. 
Sung in The King and the Miller. 
The Words by Mr. Dodſley. 


OW happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to 
be leſs ! 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Vhich is better than ſervilely cringing at court: 
What tho” he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a 
beau: 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter Fre 
Than a courtier who runs in his garter and 
ſtar; [ſtar, 
Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and 


Tho? his hands are fo daub'd they? re not fit to 
be ſeen, 

The hands of his betters are not very clean ; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal; 

Gold in handling will tick to the finger s, like 
meal: 

Gold in handling, &c. 

What if, when a pudding for er he lacks, 

He cribs, without ſcruple, from other men's 
ſacks; 

In this a right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other men's bags, 

Who borrow, &c. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap a an eſtate, 

In this too he” d mimic the tools ot the ftate, 
Whole aim 1s alone their own coffers to fill, 
And all his concern's to bring gr * to his mall: 
And all, &e. | He 
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1 
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when 
he's dry, ns 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up cheatful to work and fo ling : 
Tf ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a King ? 
If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king? 


s oO N Doe 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Morgan. 


A long a giddy wand'ring youth, 
From fair to fair I rov'd; ®. 

To ev'ry nymph I vow'd my truth, 
Tho” all alike I lov'd -- 

Yet, when the joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd a jeſt: 

But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 
That conſtancy is belt, 
That conſtancy is beſt, 


Like other fools at female wiles] | 
*T was my delight to rail; [ſmiſes, 
Their ſighs, their vows, their tears, their 
Were faile, I thought, and frail : 
But, by reflection's bright'ning pow'r, 
I ſee their worth confeſt; 
That man cannot enough adore, 
That conſtancy is beſt, | 
That conttancy is beſt. 


The roving heart at beauty's ſight 
May glow with fond deſire ; 

Yet, tho” poſſeſſion yield delight, 
It damps the lawleſs fire; 


( 358 } 


But love's celeſtial faithful flames 
Still catch from breaſt to breaſt ; 
While ev'ry home felt joy proclaims 
That conſtancy 1s bett, 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


No ſolid bliſs from change reſults. 
No real raptures flow ; 
But, fix'd to one, the ſoul exults, 
And taſtes of heav'n below. 
With love, on ev'ry gen'rous mind; 
Is truth's fair form impreſt; 
And xeaſon dictates to mankind, 
That conſtancy 1s beſt, 
That conſtancy is belt, 


S 0 N 43-5 CCCCXXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, and Mrs. Lampe. 
. the happy knot is ty'd, 


Betſy is my charming bride, 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul. 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet! 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys, 
Giris as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as tweet as Colinet, 
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Tho? ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn ; 
Tho? I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 
Tho? fix ſweethearts daily {trove 
To deſerve thy Betty's love, 
Them I quit without regret, 

All my joy's in Colinet. 

Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports the bridal day; 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betſy, fair and kind, 
And each laſs a huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul: 
May the ſun ne'er riſe or let, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 


$ 0 N "COECCIEAT. 
Sung by Mrs. Cibber, in The Winter's Tale. 


Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks 
we muit ſhear ; | 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guilele's and free 
And who'are ſo guileleſs, fo happy, as we? 
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( 3. 1A 
We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 
We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 
hat we think in our hearts you may read in 
| our eyes, | £2 
For, knowing uo fal{hoot, we need no diſguiſe, 
By mode and caprice are the city dames led ; 
But we all the children of Nature are bred : 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in 
the breaſt, = 
The giant, Ambition, we never can dread ; 
Our roots are too low for ſo lofty a head; 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open your door; 
They {mile with the ſimple, and feed with the 
When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we 
: feel ; 389 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


S O N G © CCCOCXXXHIO. 
PHILANDER and SYLVIA.. 
A Paftoral Dialggue. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


Phil, 7 AILE bloſſoms deck each verdant 
ſpray, | 

And Flora breathes the ſweets of May, 

Vit leave my pipe to frolic free, 

And tune my pipe alone for thee, 


And tune my pipe alone for thee. «A 
f | Sylvia. 


( 361 ) 
? | N. % Si | 
What if thy fiock ſhould leave the' ein, 
While Tray is ſleeping by my ſwain?; 
V ould'ſt thou not think the minutes dear, 
And rail at me that kept thee here? 
And rail, &c. 


P | Philander. | 
Firſt ſhall the lark forget his note, 
The linnet ſtop his liquid throat, 

- © >» Pylvra. 
So oft you game, ſome ſhepherds au 
And only jeſt, when you betray, 
And only, &Cc. 


Deck but your ſong with truth alone, 
My virgin heart ſhall be your own, 

= Philander, 
The turtle ſhall forſake his love, 
Ere I to thee inconſtant prove, 


Ere I, &c. Both. 


When beauty opens all her charms, 

And honour flies to beauty's arms, 

Sweet peace and love take up their crown, 
And virtue then aſcends her throne, *' 
And virtue then aſcends her throne. 


S 0 N ccc xũxxIv. 
| Ses by Dr. Hayes. 
E T the French hop and ſing, and a cage 
reliſh beit, | {their net ; 
Like Birds who eee freedom have loſt en 
Put Britons, deſerving a much better fate, 
Should they chance to be caught by the Ime- 


twigs of tate, 
H h | Are 


. 
Are birds that have fled and ſweet liberty 
knovn, lis gone, 


| Whoſe ſongs are no more when their freedom 


So Juda's ſweet harps on the willows were hung, 
In a land of oppreſſion, untun'd and unſtrung; 
To aſk of the captives a ſong was in vain, 

Till liberty ſtrung them, and tun'd them again, 


s ON G ccecxxxv. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Cymon. 


JF OU gave me laſt week a young linnet, 
Shut up in a fine golden cage; 
Yet how ſad the poor thing was within it, 
Ob how did it flutter and rage! 
Then he mop'd, and he pin'd, 
That his wings were confin'd, 
Till I open'd the door of his den; 
'Fhen ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was free, 
He came to his cage back again. 


SONG CCCCXXXVE. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, i Cymon. 
ET awhile, ſweet fleep, deceive me, 
| Fold me in thy downy arms, 
Let not care awake to grieve me, 
Lull it with thy potent charins. 
I, a turtle, doom'd to ſtray, 
Quitting young the parent's neſt, 
Find each bird, a bird of prey; 
Sprrow knows not where to reſt. 


SONG 


{ 9K). ) 
S O N G CCCCXXXVIL 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, in Cymon. 
O Why — we ſorrow, who never knew 
| 7”: 
Let ſmiles of content ſhew our rapture within : 


This love has fo rais d me, I now tread in air! 
He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care! 


Each ſhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſ- 
dain | 

Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vaim: 

No more will I ſorrow, no longer deſpair, 

He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care! 


S ON G CCCCXXXVIT. 
Sung by Mrs. Bradſhaw, in Cymon. 
W HEN I were young, tho? now am old, 
The men were kind and true; 
But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold, 
What can a woman do? 
Now what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 
So unruly, 
I tremble at ſeventy-two !. 


When I were fair—tho* now ſo ſo, 
No hearts were given to rove, 
Our pulſes beat nor faſt, nor ſlow, 
But all was faith and love; 
What can a woman do? 
Now what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 
| So unruly, 
I tremble at ſeventy-two ! | 
Hh 2 SONG 
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Sung by Mr. King, in Cymon. 


F ſhe whiſpers the judge, be he ever fo wiſe, 
Tho great and important his truſt is; 
His band is unſtsady, a pair of black eyes 
Will kick up the balance of juſtice. 


If his paſſions are gong. his judgment grows 
weak, 

For love thro? his veins will be creeping ;z_ . _ 

AY his worſhip, when near to a round dimple 
1 

Tho- he ouglit to be bund, will be peeping. 


8 O N. 8 cœccx!. 


Surg Ly Mr. Mditockt in The Accompliſhe d 
+4" Maid. 


HILE her: charms my thoughts employ, 
All is rapture, all' is joy; 
When ſhe ſpeaks, how ſweet to hear-; 
Modeſt, graceful, and ſincere, 
In her lovely ſhape and face, 
Center ev'ry charm and grace; 
Sure never nymph was halt ſo fair, 


Not' the idle,/giddy, vain, 

Nor the wanton flirting train, 
Did iy cautious heart eninare; 

Not theirarttul ſubtle wiles, 

Nor their ſoft deluding ſmiles, 
Charming T anny tr jumphs there. 


(„ 
s © N G CCCCXLFE. 


Sung by Mr. Champneſs, in The Cunning Man, 


8 E think, in the ſtars we are able, 
Paſt, preſent, and future to read: 
Some think, from white wand, or gown ſable, 
The whole art and myſtery proceed. 
But they know not the plan 
Of a true Cunning-Man. 


When fortune will rude be or civil, | 
Some think we by magic are told ; ; —_— 
And ſome that we deal with the devil, 1 
To whom we've our carcaſes ſold: 
But that's not the plan 
Of a true Cunning-Man. 


But when folks have been at our dwelling, 
And to us have their ſecrets betray d, 
We for hearing their tale - and then telling, 
Are ſure to be very well paid, — 
And this is the plan 
Of a true Cunning-Man. 


S ON G CCCCXLI. 


a by Mrs. Theo in The Accompliſhed 
Maid. 
O ME men with artful praiſe, 
To girls will figh and whine; 
And vain ideas raiſe, 
To lerve a baſe deſign. 


Hh 3 '" Ik 


( 309 } 


The flatter'd laſs, 
Confaits her glaſs, 

And on the object dwells : 
Sets all her beauties blooming, 
Fantaſtick airs aſſuming ! 
And growing more preſuming, 

Cries, yes, tis truth he tells. 


Seduc'd by wheedling and fghing, 
If the prove kind and complying, 
How ſoon the deluſion appears | 
The ſubtile deceiver, 
In triumph will leave her, 
Nor heed her reproaches and tears. 


Young maids in time take | warning, 
Such fly deluders ſcorning 
From flatterers turn your ear, 
Diſdain their tales to hear, 
They never, never prove lincere. 


S O NG... CEECXLUT. 
e by Ar. Dunſtall, zz Love in the City. 


HIS is to give notice, that a man about 
jul Wy. ; 

| Healthy and vig'rous, and of humour thrifty ; 

Longing to take of a virtuous fruition, 

WW ithes to chan ze, out of hand, his condition: : 


Beauty and youth little ſtreis will be laid on 
Eut, it he Could, he would marry a maiden ; 
Sv, to prevent any fruitleſs vexation, 

\W ulvv's are pray d not to make application. 


6 ? Caſh» 


( 30% ): 
Caſh there muſt be, in hand, or annuity z 
For which a jointure in caſe of viduity. | 
From principals—letters polt paid—as directed: | 
Honour and ſecrecy may be e 2 


s O NG CCCCXLIV. 


RISE, ariſe, great dead, for arms renown'd, 
Riſe from your - urns, and ſave > 
dying ſtory 
Your deeds will be in dark oblivion drown'd, 
For mighty William ſeizes all your glory. 


Again the Britiſh trumpet ſounds, 
Again Britannia bleeds ; 

To glorious death, or comely wounds, 
Her godlike Monarch leads. 


Pay vs, kind Fate, the debt you owe, 
' Celeihal minds from clay untie 
Let coward ſpirits dwell below, 
And =P give the brave to die. 


8 0 0.4, CCCCXLV. 


LY care to the winds, thus I blow thee 
away, [ſay, 

I'll drown' thee in wine if thou dar'ſt here to 
With bumpers of claret my ſpirits lt raife, 
I' laugh and I'll fing ail the reſt of my days. | 


God Bacchus this moment adopts, me his ſon, 
And inſpir*d, my breaſt glows with tranſports 
unknown. | 
The ſparkling liquor new vigour ſupplies, ' 
And makes the nymph kind, who before was 
too wile, - Then 


( 368 ) 
Then dull ſober mortals be happy as me, 
Two bottles of claret will make us agree, 
Will open your eyes to ſee Phillis's charms, 


And her coyneſs wath'd down, ſhe'll fly to your 


arms. 


$ 0 eee 


ATR Iris I love, and I hourly die, 

But not for a lip, nor a languiſhing eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe ; 

We neither believe what either can ſay, 

And neither believing, we neither betray. 
*Tis civil to hear, and ſay things of courſe, 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe ; 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 

I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me ; 

The legend of loye no couple can find, 

So eaſy to part, or ſo equally joined. 


S O N G CCCCXLVIL 


ELCOME ſun, and ſouthern ſhow'rs, 
Harbingers of birds and flow'rs ; 

Farewell Balls and Maſquerades, 
Welcome grots and cooling ſhades ; 
Blooming May approaches near, 
The lowing of the herds we hear ; 
The fatt'ning lambs around us bleat, 
While daiſies ſpring beneath our feet. 


Birds 


( 369 ) 


Birds are perch'd on ev ry ſpray, f 
Warbling notes to praiſe the day; 

A thouſand herbs their fragrance yield, 
And cowſlips cover all the held; 

Sure 'tis time that now we flee; 
London, from thy ſmoak and thee z 

M elcome joys more pure and true, 
Drums and routs, adieu, adieu. 


SONG CCCCXLVIIL. 


REE from confinement and. ſtrife, 
I'll plow thro' the ocean of lite, 
To ſeek new delights,” 
W here beauty invites, 

But ne'er be confin'd to a wife. 


The man that is free, 
Like a veſſel at ſea, 
After conquelt and plunder may. roam z 5 
But when either confin'd 
By wife or by wind, 
T ho' for glory deſign- d, 
No advantage they fihd, 
But rot in the harbour at home. 


x by 


Ss ON G UN» 


Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
[his many and many a year: 
Aud thele are three plagues, enough, [ ſhould 
think, 


For any. poor mortal to bear, 


"Twas 


(; 339: ): 

*T'was love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me fall into debt; 

And tho” I have ſtruggled and ſtruggled and 
I cannot get rid as? them yet. [ſtrove, 


There's nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my pain; 
*'T will pay all my debts, 
And remove all my letts ; 
And my miſtreſs that cannot endure me, 
i love me, and love me again: 


Then, then I'll fall to my loving and drinking 
again. 


8 ON © CCCCL, 


| | Bo T the waiter bring clean glaſſes, 
With a freſh N of wine; 
For I ſee by all your faces, ; 
In my wiſhes you will join. 
It 1s not the charms of beaut 
Which I purpoſe to proclaim 
We a while will leave that duty, 
For a more prevailing theme. 


To the health I'm now propoſing, 

Let's have one full glaſs at lea ; 

No one here can think't impoſing, 
Tis the founder of our feaſt. 


$ .O--N-G--: CCCCLI. 
UM up all the delights this world doth pro- 
duce, ; 


# 


The darling allurements now chiefly in uſe ; 
| You'll 


1 
You'll find, if compar'd, there's none can con- 

tend | [friend. 
With the ſolid enjoyments of a bottle and 


For honour and wealth, and beauty may waſte 

Theſe joys often fade, and rarely do laſt; 

They're ſo hard to attain, and fo eaſily loſt ; 

That the pleaſure ne'er anſwers the trouble 
and coſt, | 


None but wine and true friendſhip, are laſting 
and ſure, ? 
From jealouſy free, and from envy ſecure ; 
Then fill all the glaſſes, until they run o'er, 
A friend, and good wine, are the charms we 
adore, | Y 
VVV 
A RM, arm, the gen'rous Britons cry; 
1 Let us live free, or let us die; | 
Trumpets ſounding, banners flying, 
Braving tyrants, chains defying ; 
Arm, arm, the gen'rous Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or let us die ; 
Liberty! liberty! liberty ! liberty ! 


S ON OQO . CCCCEHE. 
The A DI E . 
DIE, ye ſtreams, that ſmoothly flow; 
| Ye vernal airs, that ſoftly blow; 
Ye plains, by blooming ſpring array'd ; 
Ye birds, that warble thro' the glade, 
Ye birds, &c. | 
Unhurt from yon, my ſoul could fly, 
Nor drop one tear, nor heave one ſigh; 
But, 


({ 9® )) 
But, forc'd from Celia's ſmi'es, to part, 
All joy deſerts my drooping heart, 

All joy, &c, 


Ol! fairer than the roſy morn, | 
When flow'rs the dewy field adorn : 
Unſully'd as the genial ray, | 
That warms the gentle breeze of n 
That warms, Kc. 


Thy charms divinely ſweet. appear, 
And add new ſplendor to the year; 
Improve the day, with freſh delight, 
And giid with joy the dreary night, 
And gild, &c, c. 


8 hf cob. 


APPY. hours all hours excelling, | 
When retir'd from crouds and noiſe, 
Happy is that filent dwelling, 
FilPd with ſelf poſſeſſing joys. 


Happy i 1s that contented creature, 
Who with fewelt things is pleas'd, 

And conſults the voice of nature, 
When of roving fancies eas d. 


Every paſſion wiſely moving, 

Juſt as reaſon turns the dale, 
Every ſtate of life improving, 

That no anxious thoughts prevail. 
Happy man who thus poſſeſſing, 

Life with ſome companion dear, 

oy imparted ſtill increaſes, 
Griets when told ſoon diſappear. 


A COE- 


A COLLECTION. or 


TOASTS, SENTIMENTS, 


HOB NOBS, Se. 


Good wife, and a great many of them. 
A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 
All we wiſh, and all we want. 

All that gives you pleaſure. 

All true hearts and ſound bottoms: 


» 5. 4 
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A ſpeedy export to all the enemies _ England, 3 


out a draw- back. 


community, unity, navigation and trade. 


Confuſion to thoſe, who, wearing the maſk of 
patriotiſm, pull it off, and delert the cauſe 
of liberty in the day of trial. 


Conſtancy in love, and ſincerity in friendſhip. 


Days of eaſe and nights of pleaſures. 
Decent ceconomy. 


Dejection' and diſappointment to thoſe who 
form ſanguine expectations of places and 
penſions on the ruin of their country. 


Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds, p 


| | of thr cou to thoſe who barter the cauſe 
_ country for oſtentation or ſordid 


Ii Equal 


2 NR 
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Frery honeſt man his right, and every rogue a 


halter. 
Friendſnip without intereſt, and love without 
deceit. | 


Frugality without meanneſss. 


Gaiety and innocence. 
Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 


— 


Health, Joy, and mutual love. 

Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 

Health of body, peace on mind, a clean hrt, 
and a guinea. ESPY 


Health, love, and ready rin, | 
{Foevery one that you and I know. 


Honour and influence to the _ beate pa- 
trons of trade. 


Norſes ſtrong, foxes plenty, 
Men ſtrong, and women healthy. 
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Independency, and a genteel ſufficiency. 7; 
HKiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe. whom we kifs, 


Liberty, property, and no exciſe, 

Lite, love, and hiberty. 

Love without fear, and life without e car re. 
Love for love. 

Love, fire, and frolick. 
Love and opportunity. 


OP _ IO _ i. ag - 3 - 
DANIEL ESD I tn 


( 37S +) 


May the paſſions of women be ſtr _ than 
the prejudice of education. 

May the ſingle be 1 7 and the tharey 'd 
be happy. 


May our joy and vigour be units ak borh 
be extenſive. 


May our joys with the fair give pleaſure to le 
heart. 


May our happineſs be ſincere, and our joy; 5 bs 
laſting. 


May our pleaſures be boundleſs, \ while, We : have 
tune to enjoy them. 


May contempt be the fate of meh 8 us as 
ſtrut in foreign foppery, to the deſtruction 
offthe trade and manufactures of England. 


May power ever continue in the friends of 
England. 


May thetrue lovers of liberty-; in England, be 
tor ever united in affection, as tuey are in 
intereſt. | 


May lie who has neither wife, miſtreſs, nor eſtate 
in England, never have any ſhare in the go- 
vernment of it. 1 

May we always be attached to thoſe who per- 
ſevere in generous. endeavours to promote 
the welfare of their country. 


May all thoſe who ſor ſordid intereſt endeavour 
to betray their country, meet the ſame ſate 
with their predeceſſor, the grand tr alto 
12825 | 
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May the enemies of England never eat the bread 

thereof, or, if they do, be choaked with 
the firſt bit. 

May the friends of England ever have acceſs to 
the throne. 

May we never want ſpirit and reſolution to 
protect and defend our independency, againſt 
the powerful attacks of unbridled ambition, 

May all attempts to pervert and deſtroy our 
precious conſtitution, be fruſtrated aid void, 

May we always deteſt the malice of thoſe, who 
attempt to diſunite the intereſt of our king 
and country, which are ever inſeparable. 

May we always be able to diſtinguiſh thoſe, 


who, by a ſteady and uniform — _ to 
their duty, diſtinguiſh themſelves. 


May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful, 


when engaged under the banner of juſtice. 
May we always be able to reſiſt the aſſaults of 
proſperity and adverſity, | 
May our conſcience be ſound though our for- 
tune be rotten. 
May tempiation never conquer virtue. 
May we be rich in friends rather than money. 
May we be loved by thoſe whom we love. | 
May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 
May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit, rather 
than money, 
May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and 
friends to nothing hut merit. 
May 
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May we never ſeek applauſe from party princi- 
ples, but always deſerve it from public ſpirit, 
May we, as cbriſtians, be zealous without un- 
charitableneſs; as ſubjects, loyal without 
ſervility; and as citizens, free without fac- 
tien. 1 REL ene Die 
May ability for doing good be equalled by in- 
clination. 8 
May our benevolence be bounded only by our 
fortune. KS > 1 4 1 51 
May thoſe who inherit the title of Gentlemen 
by birth, deſerve it by their lives. 
May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 
May we never {wear a tradeſman out of his 
dues, nor a credulous girl out of her virtue. 
May the man we love be honeſt, and the land 
we live in free. W | 
May we always have a friend, and know his 
value. ; | 88 
May hemp bind him whom honour can't. 
May they never want, who have ſpirit to ſpend. 
May thoſe who love truly be always believ'd, 
And thoſe who'd deceive us, be always deceiv'd. 
May he that made the d---1 take us all. 
May we never want a friend, and a bottle to 
give him. 1 | 07 SHES 
May the friends we love be ſincere, and the 
country we live in be free. 5 
May we never taſte the apples of affliftion. 
May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 1 
| | May 
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May we have i in our arms what v we love in our 
hearts. ' | $414 > 


Merit to gam a * kad: ane to NN it. 
Money to him that has ſpirit to uſe it, 

And life to him that has courage to loſe it. 
More friends and leſs need of them. 


Peace and plenty. 

Perpetual diſappointment to the enemies of 
England. : 1245 , „Se 1 

Pleaſt ures that pleaſe on refleGiiin, 

Plenty to a generous mind, 

Proſperity and ſucceſs to'thoſe who proſecute 


* ſuch meaſures as have an evident tendency 
to ſecure and advante the intereſt of Britain. 


Proviſion to the unprovided. 


Succeſs to the lover, and joy to the beloved. 

Succeſs to our Hopes, and enjoyment to our 
wiſhes, 

Succeſs to the lover, honour, to the brave, 

Health to the ſic k, and freedom to the ſlave. 

Sweet Briars. | 

T aſte to our pleaſure, and . to our raſte. 


That prudence, moderation, and an invaiiable 

attention to the public go.d, may cement 
the people of England. 
| | That 


( 39 )) 
That all private views and ſelfiſh conſiderations 


may be laid afide,* when they fall in compe- 
tition with the ſafety and honour or our 
country. 
That treemen may never more be conſidereliH 
a property to be led to market. 
The king to the laws, and the chifels tothe 


Bible. | 
The honeſt North country ſmith, who refuſed - 
to ſhoe for the man who voted againſt his 


country. 3 
The honeſt Patriot and unbiaſs'd Briton. 


The man that loves and elteems his country F 
and his liberty. 


The ſteady friends of Britain. 

The pleaſures of imagination realiz'd. 

The beggars bleſſing. 

The love of liberty, and liberty in love. 

The two ſtrangers at co-rt. ¶ Honour and Honefty. 

The agreeable rubs of life. 

The harveſt of lifes loye, wit, and good hu- 
mour. * 

The 2 we My and the woman we dare 
tru! 

The pleaſure in pleaſing. 

The nice houſe-maid. 

The loſing gameſters. 

The road to a chriſtening. 

The female œconomiſt. 

The union of two fond hearts. Thoſe 


AS) 


2 15 upright pg triats who, in contemh of all 


erior conſiderations, have, with ſignal 
con ancy, defended the rights and priviloges 
of Britain. 
What charms, arms, and diſarms. 
Your love for mine, and our” s for that of the 


rs company. 1 Din 
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